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PONCE DE LEON 



PONCE DE LEON. 

I. 

AT midnight Ponce de Leon stood alone 
Beneath the gray sails of his sea-worn ship, 
His fierce eyes faded by the flight of years, 
His broad brow withered by a thousand toils. 
Around him spread the boundless southern seas. 
Above him hung the mystic southern skies; 
Seas never sailed by ships of men before. 
The phantom gateway to a phantom world, 
Unfolding marvels in their magic isles 
Held close in secret since the world began; 
Skies that have never seen their realms revealed. 
Though watched and gazed upon six thousand years. 
With starry isles that saw the birth of Time, 
Whose godlike glories none shall ever know. 

The mighty yellow moon began to rise. 
Beyond the gaunt palms of a rocky isle. 
In all the golden glory of the south, 
Undimmed through ruins of the myriad years. 
Revealing secrets of this new-found world. 
Herself a secret never to be told. 

And Ponce de Leon lingered still alone, 

For none among his sailors knew his plans, 

And none could understand his vague, vain dreams; 

And though his feet were treading in their midst, 

His soul was sailing in a ship alone, 

Upon an ocean in another world. 

And then he spoke in whispers to himself: 
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Ponce de Leon. 

"I see the moon rise as in yeaxs of yore 

She rose above the Andalusian skies. 

And silvered castle turrets on the heights, 

And haunted grottoes far away in Spain, 

A wondrous blossom fading night by night, 

And yet renewed in splendor evermore. 

"But those who watched her with me when a boy. 

Have passed forever from the sight of men. 

And left me gray and lone and desolate, 

A relic of a generation dead. 

A thousand leagues of ocean sweep and swirl 

Between me and their graves in distant Spain; 

The same old moonlight trembling on their tombs 

Far, far away in scenes of perished years, 

Across the waves of ocean dark and wide 

Now trembles on me, treading earth alone. 

Surrounded by the youthful and the gay. 

Dissevered from old faces that I knew, 

A living spectre of the vanished years. 

"In days long perished, with this loyal sword, 
I smote the Moors on many a battlefield. 
Or fought the savage in this new-found world; 
But now it quakes and quivers in my hand. 
And now its keen edge cankers into rust. 
The younger soldiers watch me with a smile. 
And whisper that my time has passed away. 
Then, all the grand old friends that once I knew. 
With whom I braved the perils of the deep. 
When bold Columbus sailed the trackless seas, 
Have left me, passing to another world 
Whose seas forever shall be unexplored. 

"Once, in those dear days, ere my raven hair 
Was flecked with frost of melancholy years, 
When my young heart seemed full of summer warmth, 



Ponce de Leon. 

And all the fragrance of the flowery fields; 

When sunny skies hung in a mellow maze 

And all the world was wreathed in garlands green; 

When pearly peach blooms in the orchards blew, 

And tuneful thrushes wove their happy nests, 

I wandered with a maiden whom I loved. 

The fairest and the sweetest of the earth. 

Ah, well I now remember when she said 

1 love you,' how the tell-tale linnets trilled; 

And when I kissed her loving little lips. 

The dewy daisies kissed her little feet. 

"But then we parted by the dear old gate. 
Beside the roadway leading to the town; 
And as I clasped her ere I went away. 
We vowed to love each other evermore. 
But leagues of desert, mountain, wold and wave 
Came in between us, as an awful storm 
Dissevers two ships far away at sea; 
And yet we loved each other all the more, 
Longing to press each other's lips again. 
To gaze once more within each other's eyes, 
To speak once more the old, old words of love. 
But year by year sped swiftly, and at last 
We both grew gray beneath their wizard wings. 
So when at last we two had met again, 
Both shrank back, startled, at the fearful change. 

"Ah, poor old woman! All thy golden locks. 
Had grizzled long before to gray, while age 
Plucked, one by one, the roses from thy face, . 
And dimmed with winter's tearful twilight gloom 
The summer splendor of thy dear blue eyes. 
My boyhood bloom had vanished from my face. 
And left an old man, poor and desolate. 
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"Alas! I dare not tell the hateful tale 
Of disappointment and of chill despair; 
Of how I shunned her and she turned from me; 
How all the leagues of ocean and of earth 
Had bound us closer with a chain of loye. 
And yet the years had stolen in between. 
And like a throng of traitors, slow but sure, 
Had separated us fore verm ore. 

x 
"Since we have parted, I have roamed the world 
To find the Fount of Youth, whose crystal waves 
Shall make us young again; but evermore 
My dreams and visions all are doomed to die. 
The crafty red men, wishing to be free 
From pillage of my soldiers, ever tell 
Of this, the mystic fountain of my dreams, 
As being Just beyond their native lands. 
Yet as I journey onward, hoping still, 
They ever point me further to the north; 
And so I seek forevermore in vain. 
But I shall never cease to journey on, 
Until I find Immortal Youth, or Death." 

II. 

All worn and weary with his weight of cares. 
He sank in troubled slumber on the deck. 
He dreamed he wandered through a desert waste 
Of red sands, parching underneath red suns. 
Where withered rocks were never decked with dews. 
Nor shriveled skies refreshed with cooling clouds. 
But flamed forever with a feverish fire. 
Like aching eyes too sore with grief for tears; 
Where bubbling fountains, blossoms, birds and trees 
Had not existed since the world began. 



Ponce de Leon. 

His feet were bleeding on the cruel flints. 

His tongue was throbbing with a maddening thirst. 

At last he sank upon the sands to die: 

Then, ere he closed his eyes, far, far away. 

Where the red sun was rising in the east 

Like a great giant rousing in his wrath. 

He saw the snowy peaks and plumy palms 

Of an oasis green as emerald. 

Then all his hopes revived like fading flowers 
That open to the patter of the rain; 
He roused himself and journeyed on again, 
Until he reached that peerless paradise. 
So, when his aching limbs reposed at last 
On dewy mosses by its silvery springs. 
He laughed and shouted with a frenzied joy. 
Till reason came again to soothe his soul. 
And then he gazed around in wonderment. 

Magnolias waved their glossy boughs of green. 

With great white blossoms bursting into bloom. 

Like moonlight on the bosom of a swan; 

The golden jasmines swung their chalices. 

And scattered such sweet odors on the air, 

That blithesome breezes swooned and reeled with joy, 

And kissed them dying in delicious love; 

The frail wild roses trembled on their stems. 

Like modest maidens robed in spotless silk; 

The redbird flamed amid the verdant boughs, 

A royal ruby in an emerald throne; 

The bluebird, like a feathered violet, 

Whose fragile fragrance vanished in a song, 

Played with the humming-birds, whose jeweled wings 

Would sparkle like a dazzling shower of gems; 

The mock-bii:d sang with all his fervent soul. 
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As though the ghost of some great bard of old 
Had come to Itye in. bosom of a bird, 
With tongue of silver and a heart of gold. 
And there, amid the blossom-tangled vines, 
The trembling leaflets and the trilling birds, 
A crystal fountain, like a storm of snow 
Leaped in its sparkling splendor far on high. 
In clouds of plumy vapor, frosty spray. 
And dazzling dew-drops, with their diamond hues. 

Beside it, stood a maiden, bright as morn, 

A crystal goblet brimming in her hands 

With bubbling radiance, like a crown of gems, 

Or like a spotless, palpitating star. 

A gauzy garment fluttered round her limbs. 

Too frail to hide her lustrous loveliness ; 

And there she stood, so pure, diaphanous. 

The sunlight through her crystal splendor shone, 

And one might see the pearly lily bells 

Shine through the wine-like beauty of her breasts. 

And feathery ferns through light, transparent arms, 

While humming-birds were tangled and ensnared 

Amid the mazes of her golden hair. 

And frailest water lilies bended not 

Beneath the tripping of her rosy feet. 

• 

She motioned him, the gray-haired mariner, 
To drink the sparkling goblet that she gave 
Out of the fountain of undying youth; 
But ere his lips could quafC the cooling stream, 
He woke to find it vanished from his sight, 
To find his anxious comrades gathered round, 
Awaked and startled by his dreamful sighs; 
To see, with weary eyes, the same old world. 
And the old story of its tears and toils. 
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Resplendent morning, flushed and passionate. 
With eyes a-sparkle and with cheeks aflame. 
Sinks in the white arms of the panting day; 
And like a young bride on her nuptial night. 
When first her lover sees her virgin breast, 
Averts her eyes beneath his burning gaze, 
Then leaps with fervor on his blazing heart. 
Consumed within the white heat of his love. 
Its swoonful blisses and delirious joys. 

Along the sandy coast of Florida 

The proud palmettoes lift their serried spears. 

The giant grapevines twist their snaky arms 

In monstrous coils around the live-oak limbs; 

The verdant creeper^ cling to rotten trunks. 

With crimson-clustered blossoms thrusting forth. 

Like bloody fingers of a murderer's hand. 

The wondrous wildwoods with their emerald shades 

Are like the forests under ocean waves. 

The jasmine blooms like mellow amber cling. 

The dogwood blossoms hang like lustrous pearls. 

And red buds glimmer like a coral grove; 

The dead trjes lift like masts of sunken ships. 

And humming-birds flit through the verdant gloom. 

Like jeweled fishes flashing golden flns. 

The red flamingoes throng the sandy coast. 
Like splashes of a bloody sunset sky; 
The snow-white pelican, the awkward crane. 
Tread with the spoon-bill in the shallow bay; 
While far above, a secret evermore. 
The ancient sacred ibis floats' along. 
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All day they sail along the yellow coast; 
All day they look upon the wondrous woods; 
All day they watch the red flamingoes flame, 
And see the ibis circling through the skies. 
But still they see no face of living man, 
No cheerful cottage and no curling smoke. 
As though the land were Adam's paradise 
Where nevermore his banished sons should tread. 

And now the evening, like a Bacchanal, 
In all the splendor of her streaming hair. 
In all the flush of madness jubilant, 
Arrayed in purple and in cloth of gold, 
Lifts in the skies her chalice crystalline 
And splashes all the clouds with rosy wines, 
Tingling and trembling with voluptuous thrills. 
Amid her throngs of frenzied revelers. 
Till all the spectral shadows of the night, 
Like stealthy foemen at some ancient feast. 
Creep in with daggers of the flashing stars 
And slay them in the blossom of their bliss. 

Again the moonrise in the mystic night, 
Again the glimmer of the silent stars. 
Again the secrets never to be told. 
Again the lonely vigil in the gloom! 

Once more the gray-haired sailor stands alone. 
Beneath the gray sails of his sea- worn ship; 
Once more he dreams of scenes in perished years. 
Of faces in the tomb of long ago. 
He wanders through the flelds that once he trod, 
In blithesome boyhood, far away in Spain; 
He sees the village Just beneath the hill, 
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He sees the vineyards and the cottages, 
He sees the peasants toiling In the fields. 
The birds are singing as in days of old. 
The bees are' booming in the clover blooms 
Just as they boomed around him when a boy. 
He hears the children laughing in the lanes, 
And almost thinks he hears them call his name, 
Or beg him join them in their happy play. 
He sees the foolish lovers wooing still 
Beneath the peach-blooms, while the mild-eyed dove 
Peeps at them as she hovers in her nest. 
He sees the old spring with its little brook 
In which he waded when a barerfoot boy; 
Here stands the old stile where he met her first; 
Here runs the lane where first he told his love, 
The ancient oak that saw him press her hand, 
And saw him steal his first kiss from her lips, — 
Then the old gate that saw their fond farewell. 



But all the dear young faces that he knew, 
Are sleeping yonder on the lonesome hill; 
All, — all but one! his heart can not forget 
Yon poor old woman tottering up the road. 
With slouching headgear and with wooden shoes. 
Bent almost double o'er a knotty stick. 
Bearing a basket with a few scant herbs. 
Gathered together for her meager meal. 
Too well his heart remembers, long ago. 
This poor old crone was young and beautiful. 
Though now all grizzled, gaunt and full of pains, 
A ruined relic, scorned by all the world. 
That only loves the young and gay and fair; 
Forgotten by them all save one old man 
In this lone world, a thousand leagues away! 
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He knew that soon for her the end would come. 
Thus toiling feebly as the days went by. 
"My God, my God!" he faltered through his tears, 
*'Grant me the power to find the magic fount, 
That I may save her, make her young again, 
Ere all my toils may be too late, too late!" 

IV. 

Day after day they sailed along the coast, 
Until they reached a river, deep and broad. 
Day after day they sailed its green expanse, 
Seeking with sorrow for the Fount of Youth. 

Day after day comes laughing in the east, 
Day after day lies bleeding in the west; 
Day after day, hope blossoms in their hearts, 
Day after day, their hopes are doomed to die. 

But the great river narrowed in their courso, 
Or spread its waters into shallow bays. 
Until at last they reached a tangled pass. 
Where the good ship could sail no further south. 
The broad lush lily pads, with myriad blooms, 
Like snares of Sirens meshing peerless pearls. 
Threw mazy network all around the prow: 
The cypress and the live-oak threw their limbs 
Like giant arms to bar them on their way; 
The grapevines and the creepers joined above 
And like a cobweb tangled in the mast; 
The scaly alligators on the logs 
Were strewn across the islands and the bays 
Like hideous dragons of the days of old. 
Guarding the gold fruit of Hesperides. 
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The heron, standing stiffly^ looking wise, 

With: one foot resting in the water-cress. 

Seemed mocking at him with a lazy leer; 

The gay kingfisher, garbed in gaudy robes, 

Seemed smiling at him and his foolish quest; 

The crane flew by him on her spectral wings 

Like a white g lost of dead and buried years ; 

The radiant redbird paused amid his flight. 

To see the stranger in this western world. 

Lost in the mazes of his deep despair. 

The gray-haired sailor heeded none of them. 

Save a sweet mock-bird in magnolia boughs. 

Whose soft song soothed his bleeding heart like balm. 

Then with a faltering voice he gave command 
To turn the vessel northward in return. 
Though like a bird hemmed in an iron cage 
His soul, still beating at its prison bars, 
And raging at its fetters and its chains, 
Was longing to pursue its visions still. 

That night he pondered long unto himself. 
Upon the sphinx-like riddle. Life and Death. 
"Alas!" he murmured, "ages glide away. 
And desolation conquers all at last. 
Like mists of morning, nations disappear, 
Like leaves of Autumn, kingdoms quiver by. 
As Egypt perished with her hoary kings. 
As gray Assyria saw her columns fall. 
So all our empires, with their myriad souls. 
Shall be the same old idle story still; 
And countless kingdoms that shall follow them, 
Like them shall vanish in the same old tomb. 
Age follows age, till earth is shriveled up. 
For all the universe is but a grave. 
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''Why live, if youth shall ever end in age? 
If death shall ever triumph over life? 
What mean our petty triumphs and our toils 
If all are offerings at the shrine of death? 
Could I but find the blessed fount of youth, 
I would be greater than the kings of earth, 
Than all immortal poets of the past, 
Than all the prophets and the priests of God. 
But nevermore my hopes shall come to pass; 
So all the world shall perish with my dream." 

And then in troubled sleep he treads again 
His boyhood pathways, far away in Spain; 
Once more he wanders by the mossy brook, 
Once more he sees the castle on the height; 
Once more he treads the orchards, all abloom 
With crimson clover and with pearly peach; 
Once more he sees the village, old and quaint. 
Through whose dull streets he trod so long ago. 
Before he yearned to roam around the world, 
And seek his fortune in the courts and camps, 
once more he sees the house where he was bom. 
And then, alas! the graveyard on the hill. 

But soon he sees, with looks of deep dismay, 
A throng of peasants plodding up the hill. 
Poor, simple creatures, dressed in coarsest garb. 
With threadbare doublets and with wooden shoes. 
Before them walks an ancient barefoot friar, 
With eyes downcast upon a crucifix; 
Then four stout yeomen follow close behind. 
And bear a box-like coffin, rough and rude. 
Wherein he sees a woman's furrowed face; 
Her withered hands are folded on her breast. 
Her wrinkled eyelids now forever closed. 
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But no one weeps above her pallid corpse 
And no one sighs to see her pass away 
Save this old man, far in a western world, 
Whose heart is buried in her humble grave. 

V. 

The days dragged on, and Ponce de Leon strove 
With patient hands to conquer Florida; 
To build a city and to till the fields, 
And make a goodly province for his king. 

His feet were worn, yet he had found no rest; 

His hands were feeble, yet had toiled in vain; 

His eyes were dim, yet he had never seen 

The mystic marvels of the magic fount. 

All hope had vanished from his withered heart. 

Yet still he lived, as in a weary dream; 

But life, which long had kept awake his woes. 

Was soon to bring him to the bitter end. 

To tread the hideous border-land of death, 

Where dark despair eclipses every star. 

One cloudless day, when pensive evening pined 

Above the tangled forests of the west. 

After a bloody battle bravely won 

Against the crafty Indians of the land, — 

Won in a manner worthy of the man 

Who plucked the crimson flower of his fame 

Not on a carpet, but a bloody field, — 

He wandered from the outskirts of his camp. 

And sat beside the margin of a pool. 

A little pool it was, fed by a brook, 

That twisted like a serpent through the grass. 

Half choked with reeds and rushes and with mint. 
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The lakelet was so clear that one might see 

Its sandy bottom, fathoms five below, 

And watch the .writhing fishes wave their fins. 

With shining scales, and twirling, twisting tails. 

And gaping jaws and huge and glassy eyes. 

Like grotesque phantoms in a haunted land. 

The swallows dipped amid the dewy spray. 

The heron stood amid the water weeds 

And watched the gray coot diving in the depths. 

The blue-Jay in a scaly sycamore 

Cried as she saw a black snake slide below; 

The staid woodpecker, crowned with crimson plumes. 

Climbed slowly up an oak-tree's aged trunk. 

The brown thrush fluttered to her cosy nest. 

Where, like a rougish gypsy maiden's eyes. 

The round blackberries, gemmed with diamond dew. 

Seemed peeping at her as she sank to rest. 

An oriole, arrayed in royal robes. 

Shown with the mingled glory and the gloom 

Of orange sunrise and of sable night. 

Long sat he there, and dreamed of other days. 
Till sombre twilight trod the forest depths. 
Draped all the splendor of the sunset skies. 
And robed the woods in funeral garb of gray. 
But with the death of that eventful day, 
The gray-haired sailor was to meet his doom; 
For in the shades a stealthy foeman crept. 
Nearer and nearer, with a sharpened spear. 

Then all at once the Indian leaped in view. 
And pierced him through his armor with the spear; 
The old man struck the savage to the ground. 
And slew him with his ever-trusty sword. 
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He called his comrades, in the camp near by, 
Who bore him in a litter to the ship, 
But sought in vain to cure his mortal wound. 
Scarce could he speak; yet gathered strength at last, 
To bid them turn to Cuba, on the mom. 



So they obeyed him, trimmed the ready sails. 
To bear him southward, there to see him die. 
But ere he left, there came a zealous priest 
To breathe the gospel in his deafened ears, 
And point its pathway to his fading eyes; 
He held the crucifix where one might see 
The writhing Christ nailed to the cruel tree. 



"O, Ponce de Leon," spake he solemnly, 

"Long hast thou searched to find the fount of youth, 

But seen thy searches evermore in vain: 

And thou hast found that, drink where'er thou wilt, 

Thy thirst returns and thou must drink again; 

Yet, as thou searchest, still thou growest old. 

And as thou seekest thou shalt surely die. 

But, hapless man, the fountain shall be found. 

And I shall show it to thy fading eyes: 

For if thou drinkest of the well of Christ, 

Thy thirst shall pass away forevermore, 

And drinking of that well, thy youth returns, 

And thou shalt dwell in palmy Paradise, 

Forever happy and forever young." 

But Ponce de Leon beckoned him away. 
And turned his dim eyes from the crucifix. 
"Oh, thou hast been deceived," the priest replied. 
"But God will keep His promises to thee." 
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still Ponce de Leon beckoned him away, 

And still refused to see the crucifix. 

"Unhappy man," the priest replied again, 

"Like mildew on thy hopes and happiness, 

Descends the curse of infidelity. 

Which holds the scepter in the shades below, 

Where demons laugh to see one flee from Grod. 

Come back, come back! It is not yet too late 

To reach the portals of thy Father's home. 

Where saints and seraphs with their starry crowns, 

Bask in the sunlight of the Smile of God, 

And wait to welcome thee on thy return 

With sounds triumphant like the swelling sea. 

Look up to Heaven! seest thou no signal there. 

No smile of seraph, and no helping hand? 

Seest thou no torch to guide thee in the gloom? 

Seest thou no golden city, far away? 

Behold the Lamb of God« and thou shalt live! 

Cry out to Christ, and He shall comfort thee! 



» 



The dying warrior turned his haggard face. 
First tried to speak, then feebly shook his head. 
As if to say "No! I shall hope no more: 
All, all are fables; I will not believe: 
For you deceive me as the rest have done.** 
The priest fled horrifled, and left him there. 
To die the death of those who turn from God. 

The sails were spread, the harbor soon was cleared. 

The vessel glided far away to sea. 

The old priest watched it, through his blinding tears. 

Till the dim sails had faded from the skies; 

A ship of death, that bore one to his tomb, 

A ship of death, doomed by the curse of God! 

« 
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still beams the moon on Andalusian hills, 

As in the dead years of the long ago 

When Ponce de Leon and the maid he loved 

In blissful silence heard each other's hearts 

Beating together with a bounding bliss, 

And told each other with their eager eyes 

The sweet old story that shall ever live 

When kings and queens have crumbled in the clay. 

And all the empires of the earth are dust. 

The moonbeams falter on her grassy grave, 
Upon a lone hill, far away in Spain, 
While he is sleeping in his sepulchre 
Beyond the oceans of the western world. 
The foolish lovers, in their thoughtless bliss, 
Still woo each other as they tread the fields 
Where those two lovers, centuries ago, 
First told their passion to each other's eyes. 

Still shines the sun in skies of Florida, 
With all the glory of the yester-years. 
When Ponce de Leon trod her wondrous woods, 
To find the fountain of immortal youth. 
Another people rules her palmy plains. 
Another nation, with another tongue: 
Yet never has the marvel of the fount 
Arisen before the eyes of mortal man. 

Like him, we long to see its crystal waves. 
When old age, like November, chills the skies. 
And all our dead hopes, like her withered leaves, 
Are falling at the coming of the night. 
Like him, we long to see our youth again 
Bring back the withered roses of the past, 
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The mirth of May, and Joys of jeweled June, 
When April buds are all forerer dead, 
And suns of Summer have forever set. 
Like him, we see our toils are all in vain : 
Like him we see that we are growing gray: 
We seek forever^ and we never find. 
And as we seek it, we shall surely die. 
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NARCISSUS. 

I. 

THE morning flamed above the Doric hills 
In all the joyous glory of her youth, 
As though her roses would be red forever, 
And deck the whole world in unfading bloom. 
Her sparkling eyes dimmed all the night's wan stars, 
Her red cheeks tinged the clouds with crimson fire. 
While silvery arrows from her lands of light 
Dispersed the shadows from the verdant woods. 
The lithe stag started from his grassy couch. 
And shook the dew-drops from his branching horns; 
The falcon spread his light wings to the winds 
And darted upward like a sharpened spear. 
The herdsman led his oxen to the brook, 
Whose wavelets wondered at the great round eyes: 
Then merry laughter from the roguish fauns 
Resounded keenly through the leafy dells; 
But louder than them all, some piping sprite 
Made liquid music with the warbling birds. 



But soon Narcissus left his flowery couch. 
Narcissus, ever young and beautiful! 
And there amid resplendent beams of morn. 
Amid the blossoms, odorous, soft and sweet, 
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And wildly graceful spirits of tlie woods. 
Narcissus shone the wonder of them all. 
No red deer's skin, no tawny lion's hide. 
No woven fabric round his shoulders hung, 
For young Narcissus roamed in beauty nude; 
His soft round limbs, fair as a lily's buds, 
Were never hidden in a useless garb. 
The flush of boyhood still adorned his face, 
A childish beauty budding into youth; 
He scampered nimbly like a half-grown god. 
With shrill songs varying to a deepening bass. 
Sweet little dimples flitted round his mouth. 
His curving arms were lovely as a babe's. 
His little feet like frail and tinted shells, 
With tiny peeping toes like purest pearls. 
His roguish eyes bent downward timidly. 
As though ashamed to see his nakedness; 
His golden ringlets hung upon his breast. 
Too short to hide his sweet, enchanting charms. 

The nymphs beheld him in his boyish grace. 
Enraptured by his rounded, naked limbs, 
Drinking his beauty like some wondrous wine, 
That makes the blood break into flowers of flame. 
Their bosoms madly throbbing, eyes aflre. 
Breath wildly panting in an eager love. 
So that they longed to clasp him in their arms 
Forever in delirious blissful swoons. 
And often would they follow him all day. 
Untiring, throjugh the distant woods and fields. 
They'd stroll beside him and call him pet names. 
Clasp his soft cheeks and stroke his curly hair. 
Oft would they leap upon him from the ferns. 
And kiss his sweet lips time and time again, 
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Or madly beg him for one word of love. 
Or one embrace to give them in return. 
The pretty boy, half angered, like a child. 
Would pout, then laugh, half relishing their love. 

But often, wearied of their close pursuit. 
He longed to wander lone and unharassed. 
In vain! for everywhere the roguish spies 
Would watch his path and haunt his flying feet. 
Through meadows, fields, and forests deep and dark. 
Still grottoes, lonely dells, high mountain-tops. 
By winding rivers, lily-covered lakes. 
He sought in vain for rest in solitude. 

Among the nymphs who thus would follow him. 

Poor Echo vexed him more than all the rest; 

And while his cunning thwarted other eyes. 

This maiden always wandered at his side. 

Full oft when gathering violets in the woods, 

And thinking him unseen, he*d quickly start 

To feel a burning kiss upon his lips. 

And see her lithe form swiftly vanishing; 

Full oft, beneath some hoary oak's green boughs, 

His tired head resting on a bank of moss. 

While sleep was weaving meshes round his eyes. 

Would hear wild words of deep, despairing love, 

Sad, soulful sighs, with fond reproaches breathed. 

And wakirg, there behold two great dark eyes 

Bent o'er him, and a passion-heaving breast 

His pillow, that had first been mossy earth. 



Again, while wandering through the caverned hills, 
Amid the shades would Echo glide along, 
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And clasp his hands within her fingers wan, 

Or, while the hot tears trickled down her cheeks. 

Would sob and murmur of his cruelty. 

A curse had long been laid on Echo's head 
By jealous Hera, heartless in her hate. 
For Echo often had assisted Zeus 
In hiding amorous sins from Hera's eye. 
Till, being seized at last, confessed her guilt, 
And felt the fury of the queen of heaven. 

Perfidious Zeus refused the nymph to shield; 
So she was banished from the gods' abode, 
To wander lonely through the waste of Earth, 
Where rove swift-fated mortals to the grave, 
And Autumn blights the glory of the year ; 
To pine amid the solemn wilderness. 
And long for high Olympus, lost forever. 

And Echo was not bright or beautiful. 

But plainest, darkest of the woodland nymphs. 

Her form had faded to a flitting shade. 

Her voice had wasted to a mournful cry. 

Her eyes were large, dark as a cavern's gloom. 

Her tresses like the dusky clouds of night; 

Her face was like a specter, and her sighs 

Like bitter moaning of the winter winds. 

Each word that reached her would her tongue repeat, 

For so the high gods cursed her for her sins. 

She loved the shades, the solemn solitudes, 

The lonely grottoes and steep mountain sides. 

So while she haunted close Narcissus' path. 

She dared not show her visage openly, 
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But stole behind him ever stealthily. 
And vanished when he turned to speak reproach, 
Or, when he sat, would hide in thickets near. 
And gaze*upon him from the sullen shades. 



Sometimes Narcissus, out of cruel spite. 

Would wound her heart with stinging jealousy 

When smiling on some other rival nymph, 

Who madly kissed or fondly folded him. 

Her dark eyes glittered with a blasting woe 

To see him laughing on a swelling breast. 

Some nymph, with round arms close embracing him. 

And drinking in his lovely boyish charms. 

But oft Narcissus scorned the charms of all, 

And on this morning shunned each maiden's face. 



II. 



The first who met him as he tripped along 

Was one who hunted there with Artemis, 

A stately maid with waving ebon hair. 

With cheeks as crimson as a poppy's bloom. 

With dark and wondrous splendor-streaming eyes, 

And queenly brow of softest olive hue. 

She seemed like dusky twilight, gemmed with stars. 

And sprinkled by the bleeding heart of day. 

Her pure, white feet, with golden sandals decked, 

Were stainless and as soft as Eros' wings; 

Her green cloak, waving in the morning wind. 

Betrayed a rounded bosom like a swan. 

Upon her back a bow and quiver hung, 

Within her hand a scintillating spear. 
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Is this Narcissus?" said she, with a smile; 

I've seen you in these hills but once before; 
Yet one so beautiful no eye forgets, 
And so my memory can not be at fault 
But hark, my pretty boy, a face like yours 
Will often carry with it deep despair; 
The nyn'phs whose love you scorn are plotting now 
To have revenge upon you. This I know. 
For on Olympus only yester-eve 
I saw a throng of them with Nemesis, 
The stem-browed spirit, feared of gods and men, 
Whose only joy is marring lives like yours. 
I heard them murmur at your cruelty, 
Then beg dark Nemesis to curse you, boy. 
And she, I think, assented. Watch them well, 
For much I fear some evil day will come." 

"Was Echo there? Tis like her spiteful way; 

I always hated her, and always will." 

"You wrong her, foolish boy; she was not there, 

She long ago was driven from on high. 

I can not tell you more, for hark, oh, hark! 

The deep-mouthed hounds are baying through the woods, 

In hot pursuit of some affrighted stag. 

Ye gods! My heart leaps in exulting joy. 

And all my veins are tingling for the chase. 

Farewell! I follow swiftly to the hunt' 
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"What thanks, fair goddess, shall I offer thee? — 
But yet, alas! I have no gift of worth." 

"A gift, thou foolish boy? Give me a kiss; 
For kisses from a young man's amorous mouth 
Will buy from woman more than gems and gold. 
Another kiss! Another! Clasp afeain! 

28 



Narcissus. 

Just one more kiss. Narcissus, then I go! 
My mistress would reproach me for this act. 
But for its joy Fd bear her frown forever. 
Beware, O youth. Echo thou needst not fear; 
She loves thee as the banished god loves heaven. 
But would not harm thee to regain her throne." 

Narcissus stood, stunned with a curdling fear. 

The smile died on his quivering, ashen lips, 

His heart grew numb, his youthful blood grew cold. 

"Why should they wish to harm me?" muttered he; 

"Am I not free to spurn them if I wish? 

Shall I be blamed because I love them not? 

Shall I be blamed because they pine for me?" 

Soon turned he on his heels, and musing, went 

Along the brook, then sat beneath an elm. 

He paused a while, then, growing restless, turned 

And lay upon his back, while his fair locks 

Were pillowed on a bank of feathery ferns. 

But then the sun, ascending high in heaven, 

Sent through the parted boughs a tiny beam 

That fell upon his eyes and made him wince. 

So that he leaped up, restless and annoyed. 

Soon sitting down again, he dipt his feet 

Within the crystal waters just below, — 

Those beauteous feet, more soft and sweet and white 

Than all the spotless water-lilies there. 

The wavelets kissed their delicate blue veins, 

And fondled them, and babbled petting sounds. 

While silvery minnows, growing bold at last, 

Began to nibble at the tiny toes. 

Which tingled till they blushed like rose-buds pink. 

When he, to rout the minnows, shook his foot, 
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Splashing the water Into foaming spray. 
And sent them scampering up the brook in fright, 
To peep back at him through the water-cress, 
And wonder at his roguish, ringing laugh. 

He gazed upon his image In the brook. 

And marveled at his own enchanting charms; 

His cheeks, like ruby wines, blue eyes, bright hair, 

The rounded, flower-like beauty of his form. 

He blushed to see his utter nakedness. 

And that which mortals seek to hide from sight. 

But felt a boyish pride and secret Joy 

To feel and see his manhood drawing near. 

He knew no maiden could resist his beauty. 

And in his heart exulted at the thought. 

"ru scorn them all," he said unto himself, 

"And drive them mad to get one stingy smile. 

ril rule them, chained before me by their love. 

And they shall long in vain to kiss my feet." 

Then turning round, he saw Leona there. 

With Jealous passion burning in her eyes; 

For much she craved the sweetness of his charms. 

Yet hating him because his heart was cold. 

''Leona!" faltered he; "art spying still? 
I am a-weary of thy hateful eyes." 
"Narcissus!" cried she, quickly, "I am mad, — 
Mad with fierce love and flaming Jealousy. 
Beware! Beware! lest thou shouldst force thy slave 
To bring destruction on thy hapless head." 

"Leona, I defy thy silly threats. 

I am the son of water-god and nymph: 

Free I was born, and free will ever be. 
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I am immortal; what have I to fear? 

For Zeus himself can never take my life. 

And thou art hut a weak and wandering sprite." 



"I know. Narcissus, thou canst never die. 
But, selfish creature, I may curse thee still; 
I may call down such anguish and despair 
That life itself would he an agony. 
Be mine^ Narcissus, hearken to my prayer! 
Be mine, or I will curse thee and myself!" 



"Begone! Begone!" he cried, impatiently, 

And turned his eyes in anger from her face. 

Looking towards the woods beyond the brook. 

A deadly silence seemed to shroud the place, 

And all the forest huddled close with fear. 

He turned again; Leona's face had fled. 

But oh, the spectre there before his eyes! 

For just a pace beyond him stood a Shape 

Whose awful presence curdled all his blood. 

It was a woman with a sweeping robe 

That shrouded her in ghastly spectral folds. 

In her right hand she held a scorpion whip, 

And in her left a leafy branch of ash. 

Her face was livid, pale and pinched and wan, 

With burning eyes beneath her haggard brows. 

Like fiery embers in volcanic cones. 

He could not move, as though his limbs were stone. 

His brow was damp with cold and clammy dews. 

She gazed upon him sternly; then she said, 

"Thyself shalt bring a curse upon thyself. 

He who loves not another, loves himself, 

And he shall long in vain to soothe his soul; 
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True love drinks life-blood from another heart. 
But selfish love doth gnaw upon his own. 
Farewell! thy choice is made^ and thou shalt find 
In loving self thou graspest at a shade.' 
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III. 

She glided from him like a ghost of night, 

And glimmered faintly through the branching boughs 

Till lost to sight amid the forest gloom. 

Narcissus shivered, for the breeze had chilled, 
And trembling birds for fear had ceased to sing. 
The nymphs, aroused, had fled before her face. 
The startled, shuddering trees with horror moaned. 
Like huddled cattle, when, on tainted air, 
With horns erect, eyes starting, mad with fear. 
And lowing, groaning deep and piteously, 
From altar stones they smell their comrade's blood. 

Again he turned and gazed upon the brook, 
And saw himself reflected in its waves. 
Again he saw his sweet lips, glowing cheeks, 
His azure eyes, his rippling golden hair. 
His rounded, dimpled arms, his dainty feet, 
And all the naked wonders of his form. 
Then what a world of wistful agony 
Seized on his soul while gazing in the brook! 
Oh, how he loved that shadow of himself! 
Oh, how he longed to clasp it in his arms. 
Oh, how he longed to kiss its rich, red mouth! 
What eager yearning swayed his bounding heart. 
What flaming passion fired his leaping blood! 
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Such deep desire, such maddening thrills of love, — 

A heaven of bliss, but just beyond his reach! 

His pulses, throbbing wildly to his head. 

Swooned through him like a fierce, voluptuous dream. 

He sought to kiss his own lips in despair. 

His own breast struggled vainly to embrace. 

And then the deep eyes of the shadow there 

Seemed begging him to share their languorous sweets. 

Its mouth seemed longing to be pressed to his, 

Its arms inviting to their swoonful realm. 

Pierced with his pain, he could resist no more. 
But leaped to clasp the shadow to his heart. 
In vain, in vain! A splash, a chilly thrill. 
And then the shadow fled before his eyes! 
He struggled with the icy, mantling waves. 
Clung to the grassy bank, and climbed to shore, 
But cold and shivering with the trickling drops. 
Again he looked upon the cruel brook 
That now had cursed him with his own fair face. 
And once again he saw the shadow sweet 
Gaze fondly at him from the mirror there. 
No lover ever longed to clasp his love 
With half such fervor as Narcissus did. 
But yet, alas! that passion could be fed 
On rounded beauties of the loved one's breast. 
And lulled to sleep by blissful blandishments. 
All others who have loved, with amorous play 
Have felt at last their passion satisfied, 
Have drank the bubbling cup of Cupid's joy. 
And cooled the raging fever of desire. 
But his love was a fire with naught to quench, 
A sleepless craving that had naught to lull; 
He hungered for a fruit he could not taste, 
He thirsted for a cup he could not quaft. 
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The lover who hath not his love returned 

Hath yet the sympathy of every heart, 

Hath others, placed like him, to share his grief, 

And feels ennobled by his sad, sweet pain. 

The guilty lovers, scorned by all the world, 

Still find a happier world within themselves. 

But oh« the horror of unnatural love, 

Beyond the sympathy of every soul! 

With no one sharing in that agony. 

His hectic cheeks aflush with baffled shame! 

And then, again, he felt such agony 
He leaped once more amid the chilly waves. 
Ah, still in vain! A splash, an icy thrill. 
And once again the Shape eluded him! 
Then deep despair fell on him like a shroud. 
And like a child lost in the night, he sobbed. 

The twilight, like a priestess, crowned with stars, 
Draped Day's fair ringlets in the veil of night. 
Stabbed his white bosom, lit his funeral pyre. 
And with her victim died in crimson flames. 
The swallow glided to his eave to sleep; 
The wild dove fluttered to her peaceful nest; 
The shepherd drove his thirsty flocks to drink, 
Then led them, bleating, to their nightly fold; 
The new moon, like a harvest sickle, shone 
Through golden grains and flowers in fields of heaven ; 
The gentle shadows gathered in the woods. 
And laid kind hands on Nature's dreaming soul. 
But still Narcissus lay beside the brook, 
Longing to perish with the hapless day. 
Whose curse had pierced him with an agony 
Which never could be soothed by balms of night. 
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IV. 

The weary days lagged on like crippled churls, 

And sweet Narcissus withered in despair. 

His blue eyes faded with their sleepless cares. 

Like desert skies with parching fervor wan. 

His crimson lips were mutely quivering 

Liike flaming dead leaves in the autumn winds. 

His dimpled cheeks were pinched, and blanched and thin, 

Like great white roses fading day by day. 

His graceful step came to a weary halt 

Like stiffened lameness of the wounded doe. 

Hour after hour he gazed upon the brook. 

And the big tears dropped in its azure waves. 

But still he lived while ever loathing life. 

And begging heaven to be allowed to die. 

He gazed in anguish at the ghostly face 

Which in despair looked up from depths below. 

With mournful eyes, and outstretched bony hands 

That beckoned to him like an aspen's leaves. 

One day when lying on a bank of moss 

He heard a rustle, — ^Echo's stealthy step. 

"Narcissus!" said she sweetly in his ear. 

He turned toward her, bursting into tears. 

No longer did he try to flee her face. 

But longed to blend his bitter grief with hers. 

"Narcissus," said she, "I shall share thy woe. 

My hapless heart shall ever throb with thine. 

Long have I watched thee, feared to come to thee, 

But thou, I know, wilt never drive me hence. 

Thy hopeless love consumes thine own sad heart, 

And mine upon that heart is cast away; 

Our souls arA H-^nnd together by a bond 
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Of mutual, never-changing misery." 

He wept, then laid his head upon her breast, 

And soon with sobbing lulled himself to sleep. 

What bounding, leaping" throbs of wild delight, 

What dreamy, balmy, soothing spells of bliss. 

Filled all her soul while clasping him to heart! 

She softly smoothed his thin, disheveled locks. 

And tenderly she stroked his pallid cheeks. 

She would have given the treasures of the sea 

For one strong pressure on that dreaming face, 

And all the gold of all the tribes of earth 

For one close clasping of those lovely arms. 

And all the glories of the starry skies 

For one warm kiss from that delicious mouth — 

But she dared not, for fear of waking him! 

Ah, hapless hearts, that beat together now, 

Yet parted by a universe of tears! 

Ah, hapless souls^ each craving for the same. 

And each forever doomed to pine in vain! 

Ah, would that Fate had bound you both together 

Like bride and bridegroom on their nuptial night! 

Soon through the woods was heard the bay of hounds. 
And then the huntress nymph of Artemis 
Came tripping down the pathway to the brook. 
The hounds still yelping as she moved along. 
Her naked breasts were heaving joyously 
Like water-lilies on the rocking waves, 
While silvery laughter fluttered on her lips. 
Her shoulders bore the skin of spotted pard, 
Tom warm and bleeding from the victim's back. 
She oped her lips to cry out in delight, 
And speak to Echo of the morning's sport; 
But Echo beckoned her to tread tiptoe, 

36 



Narcissus. 

And speak in whispers, that he might not wake, 
"Is this Narcissus?" asked the huntress maid; 
"Oh, what a fearful, wasting change is here! 
Once I beheld him like a milk-white fawn. 
But stricken now, and sinking down to die; 
Once I beheld him like a lotus flower. 
The peerless, swelling blossom wonderful. 
Then budding in unearthly loveliness. 
Now lying withered in the sultry dust. 

"Once I beheld him like the round, full moon. 
In naked beauty rising on the night, 
With mellow, golden glory in its orb. 
O'er lovers true in odorous gardens sweet. 
But now, as gaunt and haggard as its wane. 
When hanging shattered, after night is dead. 
Above the bare boughs of a blasted wood. 
He sinks to perish in the Western wilds." 

Poor Echo could not answer for her tears. 
The huntress gazed in silence at the hounds 
Laving their gray flanks in the crystal stream. 
Lapping sweet waters with their jagged Jaws, 
And shaking dew-drops from their hanging ears. 

Then said the huntress, starting, "I forgot, 

In speaking of Narcissus' great despair. 

To tell of that which surely brings thee joy. 

Thou dost remember that, on yester-eve, 

Down through the Western scarlet skies of flame 

A spotless swan came fluttering to thy feet, 

A cruel arrow rankling in his breast. 

Then thou, with kind hands, didst remove the dart, 

So that the swan arose and soared away. 

Know thou that swan belor^ed to Artemis, 
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And she is grateful to thee, hapless girl. 
She bids me tell thee beg one boon of her. 
Speak the one wish that lieth next thy heart. 
And thou shalt see at once thy dream come true." 



Echo at first by this was so amazed 

She scarce made answer to the kindly nymph. 

But overjoyed, at last shed floods of tears. 

Gave heartfelt thanks, and cried out in delight, 

"Oh, I shall now to heavenly scenes return. 

Long have I wandered through these earthly wilds. 

And yearned again to see my happy home. 

How often when November filled the skies 

With dead leaves fiying from the haggard trees, — 

How often when the winter winds on high 

Bore flocks of cranes toward the Southern seas, — 

How often when the mortals passed me by 

In funeral trains, with some enshrouded form, — 

How often, in those days, I craved for thee, 

Olympus blest, free from decay and death! 

I long to see thy banquet-halls again, 

And take the ruby wine from Hebe's hands. 

I long to see dear Iris laugh once more, 

And spend sweet converse on the dasrs gone by. 

To gaze on youthful Sros* face, and drink 

Immortal glory from his wondrous eyes!" 

But Fate would hearken not to Echo's prayer, 

Creating other woes to smite her soul. 

For then Narcissus murmured in his dreams, 

"Oh, would that I could die! but I can not; 

Immortal life the gods cannot destroy. 

Oh, would that heaven, in pity on my grief. 

Might change me to some painless, dreamless flower!" 
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Narcissus, 

Echo seemed stricken with a deadly wound, 
And then grew still and rigid as a stone. 
A moment like a century slowly passed. 
And then she said, "Will kindly Artemis 
Grant more than one wish unto hapless me? 
May I return to heaven, and save him, too?" 

"Alas!" the nymph cried; "it can never be; 

For jealous Hera hates thee, hapless maid. 

My mistress scarce could gain consent from Zeus, 

Who hath betrayed thee to his furious queen. 

To let thee have fulfillment of one wish. 

And much great Hera murmured when she knew 

That this one favor was bestowed on thee. 

Thou mayest choose to help Narcissus there. 

But if thou dost Olympus thou shalt lose. 

The curse upon Narcissus must remain 

As long as life is left within his breast, 

And as he is immortal, he must change 

His present shape, and live another life. 

He must be buried as the mortals are. 

And from his grave a blossom will ascend 

To take the life of him now in your arms. 

But that would be a special boon of heaven, 

And the great gods would do no more for thee.' 
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"Oh, no," cried Echo, "do not change his form! 
How can I bear to see my precious love 
Changed to the lifeless beauty of a plant? 
Oh, spare him, spare him! pity, pity me! 
For this would sink me ever in despair! 
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"But," said the other, "If he changes not, 
His soul must writhe in never-ending ppin." 
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Narcissus. 

"Ah!" Echo cried, "shall I be doomed forever 

On cheerless Earth to roam in banishment, 

And nevermore behold Olympus blest? 

And must I, hapless maiden, doom my love 

To sink forever in the dismal grave? 

What countless ages shall I wander here. 

To see earth wither in the myriad years, 

Behold her cities ruined, desolate. 

And generations pass away and die! 

To think that I must tread those endless years, 

Amid these deserts of decay and death. 

Without my love, the idol of my soul. 

And live, still live, alone, alone, alone!" 

"Still," said the huntress, "he must either change, 

Or live a life of endless agony.' 
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I love him," cried poor Echo, through her tears,- 
Let it be so: his good shall be my prayer! 
I choose not to return to heaven with thee,* 
But beg thy mistress to relieve his woes!" 
The huntress glided from her through the woods. 
But heard behind the piteous sounds of sobs; 
Turned, and beheld doomed Echo clasp her love 
As some fond mother hugs her dying child. 
Speak words of burning love within his ears. 
Then kiss her darling's face a thousand times; 
And as the nymph towards Olympus soared. 
She heard, blurred by the distance, many moans. 
Till misty clouds obscured her view of earth, 
And rushing winds stilled all its dreamy hum. 

V. 

And now the morning, like a gorgeous rose 
Bursts into blossom in a field of fire. 
Once more Aurora, in eternal youth, 

40 



Narcissus. 

With peaxly feet trips to her chariot throne; 

Once more her white steeds, shaking silvery manes. 

Leap forth, caparisoned in blue and gold; 

Once more her handmaids wreathe the clouds with flowers. 

From crystal goblets sprinkle ruby wines; 

Once more the pale moon in their veils of light 

Is shrouded like a dead bride for the tomb; 

Once more her sweet kiss thrills the dewy stars, 

Till all those orbs celestial faint with love. 

Then melt their glories on her milk-white breasts, 

And perish in the splendor of her hair. 

But as the light fell on Narcissus* brow 
Its rosy flame tinged livid hues of death. 
The dryads swung amid the leafy boughs. 
The water-nymphs arose above the waves. 
The sylphs flew round like jeweled butterflies. 
And zephyrs hummed like golden-winged bees. 
But Echo heeded not those beauteous forms. 
And saw naught save her darling dying there. 

His head lay pillowed on her tender breast 

Beneath the shadow of a hoary oak. 

His breath was coming slower, slower still. 

His eyes were ever growing dim and dark. 

He had been told how Artemis had given 

This one boon to her desolated heart. 

Oft had he thanked her for remembering him. 

But never knew what sacriflce she made. 

Alas! how often doth unselflsh love 

See all its tears unnoticed or forgot! 

"One boon I beg," sobbed Echo, timidly; 
"Wilt thou kiss me, my love, before thou diest?" 
He put his thin white arms around her neck, 
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Narcissus. 

And faintly smiled upon her pallid face; 
He held his fevered, quivering lips to hers, 
And fell back fainting in her trembling arms; 
Then, sinking slowly, bowed his golden head, 
And with one lingering, piteous moan, he died. 



A curdling cry pierced through the startled air, 
And woeful Echo held a leaden corpse. 



The pensive Evening trod the Western hills, 
Her saffron mantle glowing in the skies 
Like yellow foliage of the Autumn woods. 
Through silent dells and lonely mountain groves 
Her dusky shades, like mourners, crept along. 
Then all the shepherds of the neighboring vales. 
And all the lovely mortal damsels there, 
Came gathering round to look upon his face. 
Soon to be hid beneath the chilly clods. 
And maiden hands brought many a fragrant flower 
To scatter on his sad, untir«»^ly grave, — 
White, azure, pink and purple hyacinths. 
With valley-lilies, frail and delicate, 
And crocus-blossoms, pansies rich and dark, 
Soft buttercups and creamy daffodils, 
The modest white and purple violets. 
New-opened daisies, with their hearts of gold. 
Sweet cowslips, and primroses gemmed with dew. 
But he was lovelier than those beauteous buds, 
And sweeter than their faintly odorous breath. 
His pearly eyelids, closed forevermore. 
Now hid the azure of his dreaming eyes; 
His pallid cheeks lay slumbering calm and still; 
The tiny dimples slept around his mouth; 
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Narcissus. 

His soft white hands were folded on his heart. 
Like two sweet doves dead in one little nest; 
Pure water-lilies wreathed his golden hair. 
And rich musk-roses bloomed above his breast. 

They buried him in chill and cheerless earth, 
To be the prey of death's corrupting hand, 
And every clod that fell upon him there 
Dropped like a mountain upon Echo's heart. 

Months passed away, and then a pallid plant 
Arose and blossomed on his lonely grave. 
And even now it bears Narcissus' name. 

Then Echo glided from the sight of men. 

And wandered through the trackless wilderness, 

Through lonely valleys, mountains high and still, 

Forever weeping, calling out his name. 

She pined away, grew pale and paler still. 

Then flitted like the shadow of a curse. 

Until at last her voice alone was left 

To answer vaguely every idle sound. 

Great nations perish, but she can not die; 

Vast empires crumble, but she lingers still. 

The gray gods in Olympus* lofty halls 

From jeweled goblets quaff their nectar still; 

She, unforgiven, never can return, 

Her name forgotten by them long ago. 

And so she wanders ever, suffering still 

Undying anguish and undying love. 
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THE TREE IN THE CITY. 

AMID the fret and fever of the street, 
Calm, peaceful and serene this giant stands; 
Amid the strife, the worry of the town. 
His mighty heart remains in deep repose; 
Among the seething multitudes of men. 
Their restlessness cannot disturb his rest. 
I watch the emerald ocean of his leaves. 
And every heaving billow speaks of joy — 
The Joy of living, Joy of strength and health. 
Of peace of mind, of duty well performed. 
For he has kept the law with God and man. 
Done well his part, nor sought to shun his lot; 
So, hearty, hale and wholesome, he uproars 
In green old age a tower of hardihood. 
Like some old man whose youth was free from blame. 
Whose temperate manhood brought him no reproach. 
He reaps the rich rewards of goodly years. 
Erect and strong in gray magnificence. 

I see him, and I tread old times again, 
A barefoot boy upon my father's farm. 
I hear the warble of a wheatfleld quail, 
I gather sprays of dewy wilding flowers, 
I breathe soft odors of the apple blooms. 
And hear the cowbells tinkling In the lane. 
A schoolboy in the old schoolhouse again, 
I hear the children droning at their books, 
I see my little sweetheart's soft brown eyes. 

O, patriarch of the multitudinous leaves. 
Content and calm, amid this rush and roar. 
Still uncontaminated in this strife, 
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The Charms of the City. 

Free from repining for the fields or woods — 
Teach me the grandeur of thy deep repose. 
Teach me the glory of thy goodly soul, 
That I may walk with conscience undisturbed 
Amid the struggle in the marts of men! 



THE CHARMS OF THE CITY. 

T^ HOUGH misanthropes may praise the country more, 

1 And turn from mankind to some rude retreat, 
I seek the City, with its rush and roar. 
Its eager and enthusiastic street. 
I turn from fellowship of beast and bird. 
The coarse backwoodsman and unlettered swain. 
To where heart-blood of humankind is stirred, 
To share my brother's pleasure and his pain. 

I love the City's wilderness of stone, 
Its flags, like scarlet poppies in the air. 
Where Wealth erects a gold and silver throne. 
And Fashion charms with silk and satin snare. 
I love its splendid shops, where jewels blaze, 
And crystals glitter like a starry crown. 
With mirrors, plumes and laces, like a maze. 
With furs and velvets, soft as thistle-down. 

I walk its midnight meadows, and I mark 

The flaming lamps of red and blue and white, — 

Its dazzling daisies, come to cheer the dark. 

Its morning-glories, bom to bless the night. 

O, flaming flowers of the City's gloom. 

You shine through Summer, Winter, Fall and Spring, 

When snowflakes flutter on the tulip's tomb, 

When leaves are brown^ and birds have ceased to sing. 
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The Charms of the City. 

I turn from bobolinks in cherry trees 
To sweet girl-faces dimpling in delight. 
Their rosy ribbons flitting in the breeze, — 
Seraphic . doves in plumes of pink and white. 
I love to pet these mischief-making boys 
Whose eyes are twinkling stars in dewy dawns, 
More nimble than the squirrels, full of noise. 
More wild and wilful than a flock of fawns. 

O, why should man seek soulless solitude, 
From life and love to desert caves depart? 
Nay, give me friends of sympathetic mood, 
To share my spirit, understand my heart! 
With friends, like these I fill my pipe and smoke, 
And brim the mug with brown Autumnal brew; 
We talk together till the midnight stroke. 
On themes delightful to the Chosen Few. 

I see the play, and Shakespeare speaks once more 

The masterpieces of his matchless art. 

I hear the lecture; Science bids me soar, 

And draw the mystic veils of God apart. 

I read the papers, and I see all strands, 

I live through peace and war, on field and flood; 

I dwell in Europe, roam Sahara sands. 

And all the wide world is my neighborhood. 

I love the City's darkness and despair. 

Its grandeur, grief, its glory and its gloom; 

My brother's bliss and bitterness I share. 

And with him march to meet the Common Doom. 

I love the lights that glitter through its dusk 

Like star-strewn skies downf alien from above; 

I crave the fruitage of its iron husk. 

Red-veined with life-blood from the breast of love. 
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Sunrise in the Country. 

Though buds may bloBsom, Autumn foliage flush. 
This laughing girl is lovelier than them all; 
More charming than a blackbird or a thrush. 
The schoolboy's whistle and the newsboy's call. 
Let hermits heed the babble of the brooks. 
Let anchorites be comrades of the clod; 
I turn from sticks and stones to read good books. 
And study Man, the first-bom son of Ood. 

8UNRI8E IN THE COUNTRY. 

I HAVE grown weary of the noise and dust, 
Weary of heat, and smoky, fetid air; 
But now at last I walk in country lanes, 
And drink cool breezes of the flowery flelds. 

No more I vex to hear the trolley's gong, 
I hear instead the bells of grazing cows; 
The rattling and the rumbling hucksters' carts 
Are now forgotten as I hear a thrush; 
The shriek of locomotives now is still. 
And in its stead I hear the crowing cock. 
The clanging chimes of churches are forgot 
In chirp of blue jays and in hum of bees. 

I rise when dews bespangle fern and flower. 

When farmer boys go whistling at the plow. 

When mocking birds are sprinkling showers of song. 

And leaves are dancing for the joy of life. 

How fresh, how cool, how pure the morning air! 

I drink it as some rare elixir, brewed 

To give my soul an everlasting life. 

And give my body never-dying youth. 

The bubbling spring from white Olympian snows 

Leaps not more fresh for goblets of the gods. 
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Sunrise in the Country. 

O, let me watch the rising of the sun 
With scarlet robe and diadem of fire. 
Through roses dewy with the morning stars, 
And clouds embroidered with a cloth of gold. 
He comes in glory and in majesty. 
He comes in splendor and sublimity. 
Now, as I hear the wrens trill matin hymns, 
And hear a million crickets chirp his praise, 
As slender leaves pour forth libation dews, 
And fields of com salute with banners green, 
My soul remembers old forgotten faiths 
Taught in the tents by far-off Eastern palms; 
With old ancestors on the desert sands 
It bends its knees in worship of the sun. 

O, let me drink this bracing morning breeze, 
And fiery liquors shall my lips disdain. 
I quaff the cooling goblet to its depth, 
And hate the riotous revel yesternight. 
Here is a brew that makes the spirit glad, 
Tet never makes a misery shadow mirth; 
Here is a cup to give the bosom cheer. 
Without the poison of the serpent's sting. 

I see this yellow primrose, and my heart 

Forgets the bitter quarrel yesterday; 

This dewy dandelion gives me gold 

Worth more than that I lost in city marts; 

This silver-throated quail shall drive away 

My vain regrets for follies of the past; 

This warbling grosbeak makes my heart forgive 

The friend who proved me false on yesterweek; 

This morning-glory, dangling with its dews. 

Gives power to smile at scowls of enemies. 
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Bohemia. 

O, I have known t^e poignant pangs of love. 
And felt its baneful fevers in my blood. 
My heart has melted with its hot desire. 
And grown delirious, fierce with passion-fire. 
My soul has burned beneath seductive smiles. 
And reeled from daggers of, disdainful eyes. 
Oft have I tossed in dreams of fancied bliss. 
Only to wake with empty, aching arms. 
My blood has boiled, impatient for its own. 
And frozen when its loved one gave it scorn. 
My limbs have wearied in a hot pursuit 
Of clasps and kisses fraught with wild unrest. 

Come to the country! See the sun arise. 
And all ferocious passions then shall fiee. 
Behold this pied wood-lily, and be cured 
Of poison that distills from dark brown eyes. 
Wade barefoot in this brook, and you shall pine 
Not for the fairest face in all the world. 
Hark to the field lark's note, and find release 
From all the pangs of unrequited love. 



BOHEMIA. 

BOHEMIA, Bohemia, 
The land of verdant hills. 
Of clustered vineyards, flowery fields, 
Of blue and bubbling rills! 
I love your orchards and your farms, 
Tour gardens neat and trim, 
Your rocky rivers, crystal-clear, 
With shouting boys a-swim. 
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Bohemia. 

Bohemia, Bohemia^ 

You give your charming name 

To comrade-life, to fellowship, 

To life that leads to fame. 

And every woman, every man 

Among the Faithful Few, 

Bohemia, Bohemia^ 

Is always named for you. 

Bohemia, Bohemia, 

The Kingdom of Good Cheer. 

Of tankards crowned with feathery foam. 

From mellow golden beer. 

The land that Shy locks ever shun, 

That makes the dunces rage. 

But where the Chosen People come 

To live their Golden Age. 

Bohemia, Bohemia^ 

The realm of poetry, 

Of romance, story, and of song, 

Of love and loyalty! 

The home of splendid girls and boys, 

The land of dear delights, 

Of happy morns, of blissful noons. 

And passion-pulsing nights. 

Bohemia, Bohemia, 

Since first I loved your name, 

Fond hopes have sped, sweet dreams have fled. 

And youth has lost its flame. 

Yet young and joyous, old and gray. 

Your lover tried and true, 

Bohemia, Bohemia, 

Is faithful still to you! 
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The Alps, 

Bohemia, Bohemia, 

When I your flag unfurled. 

The smiles of Fortune changed to frowns. 

For you I lost the world. 

But let the Gentiles go their way, 

And let the heathen bawl, — 

Bohemia, Bohemia, 

You're ten times worth them all! 

THE ALPS. 

FRESH air, green grass, and water crystal-clear, 
Dew-sprinkled meadows, forests cool and dark. 
These bid good-morning to the mountaineer 
Who whistles as his waking watch-dogs bark. 

Steep daisy-dappled pastures, grazing cows. 
And scattered sheep with tiny bells a-ring; 

A deep calm pool, with overhanging boughs, 
Where early birds, from sleep awakened, sing. 

An apple orchard, mossy, gnarled and old. 
Clings to a crag with bony-finger roots; 

Wild flowers, pure as vestals, brave the cold. 
Their odors frail as notes from fairy flutes. 

A peasant's cottage clutches to a cliff, 
A rocky pasture feeds a flock of goats; 

And then a breeze comes in a sudden whiff. 
And over all a cloudy curtain floats. 

A brawling brook with rustic bridge is seen. 
And girls with pitchers coming to a spring. 

Far down below, the lake lies glossy green, 
With snowy sails like swans upon the wing. 
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The Alps. 

Here, fragile as two airy wisps of lace. 

From mossy rocks twin cascades leap and call; 

Another quivers with a plume-like grace, 
And others still in thundering torrents fall. 

Some sparkle like a radiant shower of gems, 
And some are misty as a cloud of cream; 

They grace the ferns with dewy diadems. 

And weave their rainbows like a seraph's dream. 

The cascades echo to the hunter's horn. 

The cascades waft soft incense from the sod; 

These are the goblets whence the hand of Morn 
Pours out libations at the feet of God. 

Here lies the land from tyrant fetters freed, 
Where Liberty forevermore shall dwell. 

Here every bird sings praise to Winkleried, 
And every mountain speaks of William Tell. 

Far on the top of yonder stormy peak 
The unblest bones of Pontius Pilate lie; 

In vain his ghost a resting place shall seek, — 
For in the tomb his memories will not die! 

High over all rise peaks on peaks of snow. 
White-robed and silent, stately and sublime; 

Their age, their birth, no man shall ever know; • 
Their crowns shall glitter to the end of time. 

O, awful white-browed ministers of God, 

Nd storms can ever rend your steadfast thrones; 

In vain the thunders shake your quivering sod. 
In vain the lightnings shiver through your stones. 
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Lake Como, 

The Caesars and Napoleons all have gone, 
Dark Hannibal no longer roves at will; 

Yet pure and white as at primeval dawn 
The day of judgment shall behold you still. 

Like grateful Noah's smoking sacrifice 

On Ararat, when earth was flood-restored. 

Your altars, clouded with their incense, rise 
In everlasting glory to the Lord. 



LAKE COMO. 

AROUND me rise the gray-green olive trees. 
The palm, the pine, the lemon and the fig; 
A spray of honeysuckle scents the breeze 
A-dangle from a slim acacia twig. 

Bronze, green with moss, this Triton-fountain plays. 
While red and orange fishes swim below; 

Like blushing nymphs a-peep through misty sprays, 
I see the scarlet-robed geraniums glow. 

Here gowned in pink, with copper-tinted cheek. 
An ardent rose swings from a trailing vine. 

And hanging yellow with a crimson streak, 
A ripe, round peach is waiting to be mine. 

Canary-colored asters blaze and burn. 

Carnations in fiame-colored garbs are gowned; 

The clustered grapes to gold and purple turn. 
With honeyed nectars swelling ripe and round. 

Along this wall the blue wistaria blows. 

The green magnolia lifts her milk-white fiowers; 

The poppy like a Cleopatra glows. 

And trumpet-blossoms droop in scarlet showers. 
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Lake Como. 

Queen oyer all, the oleander blooms, 

And scatters pink- white snows across the lawn; 

Her splendor glimmers through the verdant glooms 
As rosy and as radiant as the dawn. 

Beyond, the lake Is darkest, deepest green; 

Its emerald surges toss with tiny boats; 
Far-reaching over all the peaceful scene, 

The shadow of a mighty mountain floats. 

The terraced villas fleck the mountain side 
With walls of bntt and brown and ochre-red; 

And over all the prospect far and wide 

A saffron tower uplifts its slender head. 

A monastery crowns a hazy height; 

Luxuriant creepers cover half the stones; 
Above the creamy wails, in amber light, 

The cypress rears its trim, sharp-pointed cones. 

Far-off, in deepest, softest, dimmest blue. 

The faint, faint mountains melt in mellow skies. 

As dreamy-sweet as one whose soul is true. 
When saying that she loves me with her eyes. 

As night comes on, a cloud all rosy-red 
Conceals the splendor of the silvery noon; 

Then sunset's crocus petals all are shed, 
And like a golden melon hangs the moon. 

Across the lake, aglitter light on light. 
Strung like a necklace, little cities gleam. 

While harps and bugles through the fragrant night, 
Lure sleepless lovers to a land of dream. 
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The Bay of Naples, 

Yet beauty such as this must end at last, 
And so a tempest gathers in its might. 

The thunders roll, trees shiver In the blast, 

And angry lightnings pierce the shuddering night. 

Sheet after sheet, the furious torrents fall. 
Flame after flame, the swords of heaven flash. 

The locust boughs are snapped against the wall. 
The flsher-boats against the beaches dash. 

Night, like a passion-mad Elizabeth^ 

Smites day, her Essex loved in bygone years. 

Then, horror-stricken at her • darling's death. 
Pours on his grave a torrent of her tears. 



THE BAY OF NAPLES. 

HERE bends the road around a mountain-side. 
With laurels twined in myrtles like a hedge; 
Beneath the cliff, in ^ comes the ocean tide. 
And breeds in billows on a rocky ledge. 

A sulphur-yellow crescent, sweeps the town 

Around the bay, as blue as indigo; 
Vesuvius, smoking, lifts a cone of brown . 

Above the terraced villas strewn below. 

Here claret-colored dahlias fringe the wall, 
While cactus fattens on the ruined tombs, 

And like a splendid purple waterfall. 
The morning-glories hang their heavenly blooms. 
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The Bay of Naples. 

Here golden-globuled oranges swing low, 
With breath as sweet as songs of Paradise; 

Pomegranate blossoms in vermilion glow. 
And mottled pansies open argus eyes. 

A weeping willow overhangs the way, 

A eucalyptus rears toward the sky; 
Pears, over-ripe, slow falling day by day. 

In scattered red and yellow clusters lie. 

A herd of goats creeps trudging through the dust. 
An old hag prods them with a splintered beam; 

An ancient water-wheel, a-creak with rust. 
Turned by a donkey, pours a little stream. 

A friar, robed in black, and sleek and fat. 
Smiles forth a Pax Vobiscum passing by; 

A purple tassel in his glossy hat 
Is dancing to the twinkle in his eye. 

A mother in her peasantry finery dressed 
Smiles proudly on you like a festal morn, 

As if to say the urchin at her breast 
Is finest of all babies ever bom. 

And now the beggars in battalions come. 
The old, the young, the crippled and the blind. 

The halt, the lame, the deaf, deformed and dumb. 
Some running fast, some hobbling up behind. 

As graceful as gazelles, with slender feet. 
With glossy curls, brown cheeks and dewy eyes. 

The beggar boys and girls their woes repeat. 
And storm your heart with piteous smiles and sighs. 
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The Bay of Naples. 

A lad sits here, a melon in his lap. 
Its crimson pulp is melting in his mouth; 

Here figs in baskets ooze with honeyed sap, — 
The trickling sultry-sweetness of the South. 

Some ear-ringed, turbaned sailors on a boat 
Dance while the vagabond musicians play; 

The sounds of flute and violin afloat 
Soothe into dreams the eyes of dozing day. 

O, violin, chained in your fiery strings, 

Italia, like a bird within a cage, 
Of all her woe, her grief and glory sings. 

Her love, her hate, her anguish and her rage! 

A lovely barefoot girl before me stands. 
Her oval face like sunset-crimsoned dusk; 

From tattered sleeves she lifts imploring hands, — 
A Queen of Beauty begging for a husk. 

O, barefoot beggar-maid, I fear your kiss, 
I fear the glory of your twilight eyes! 

Thorns mingle in the blossoms of your bliss, 
You smite the strong, you stultify the wise. 

Behind your smile I see the scowl of hate. 
Your dimple hides a dagger like a sheath; 

Beside you is the warning face of Fate, 
To love you means to play at dice with Death. 

For over there the hills of Capri swell. 
Like deep blue clouds afloat in pale blue skies. 

Where dark Tiberius learned his lesson well, — 
All earthly Joys and ecstacies are lies! 
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The Portrait of Michaelangelo. 

And, silent, over all VesuYlus looms, 
Like Gabriel waiting for the judgment day. 

When Naples shall become a waste of tombs. 
And all this youth and beauty pass away. 



THE PORTRAIT OF MICHAELANGELO. 

• 

HERE, painted by himself with rugged force. 
The Master's likeness gravely gazes down; 
A man advanced in years, in garments coarse. 
Is limned in sober gray and black and brown. 

See here the firm-set mouth, the shaggy hair. 
The bushy beard, the high, determined Jaw, 

The knotted hand, as though from out his lair 
A dreaming lion stretched his mighty paw. 

High over all, his many-wrinkled brows 
Lift like a thunder-smitten mountain dome, — 

A head to wear Athenian myrtle boughs, 
And laurel chaplets of Eternal Rome! 

As in a rough brown bulb with ragged husk, 
A splendid ^starry lily has its birth. 

His genius groped to dawn amid this dusk. 
And brought from heaven new glories for the earth. 

Here, in this Winter landscape, white with snow. 
With naked rocks, bare trees and shivering herds. 

The Springtime slept, to wake in godlike glow. 
With new-born blossoms lulled by songs of birds. 
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The Tomb of Galileo. 

In melancholy majesty he stands. 
Alone, and all bereft of earthly ties. 

No maiden ever kissed those rugged hands. 
Or lured the love-light from those solemn eyes! 

Bom of no mother, save a marble sheath, 
His offspring, waiting for him, slept alone; 

His Moses and his David first caught breath. 
Begotten by their father out of stone. 

Like one who roams at twilight, lone and late, 
A mountain peak, where winds of Winter moan. 

The truly wise can never find a mate. 
The truly great must always tread alone! 

Down in deep vales he hears the herdsman's cries. 
The cowbells faintly tinkling far below, — 

But all around him as the daylight dies. 
Eternal cold, and everlasting snow! 



THE TOMB OF GALILEO. 

I HAVE grown weary of the idle show 
Of pompous Castle and pretentious Court, 
Of Churches — dingy wrecks of long ago — 
Of swords and guns in arsenal or fort. 

I sicken at the sight of tarnished toys, 
Of dead-and-buried mistresses of kings, 

Of spears of warring barons — bearded boys 
Who fumed and fought for cheap and childish things. 
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Dante and Gemma, 

I care not for the saint of msrthlc fame. 
Who wore brass haloes on an empty head. 

The so-called patriot, who In Freedom's name. 
Heaped neighboring lands with hillocks of the dead. 

But here lies one, the brave, the great, the good. 
Worth all the kings and queens the whole world round; 

Make bare your head In reverential mood. 
For here Indeed you tread on Holy Ground. 

His life, from selfish earthly motives purged. 
Was consecrated unto you and me; 

He took the blow, that we might go unscourged. 
And wore the chains, that we might wander free. 

He found the long-lost Pleiad, Saturn's band, 
And brought Jove's moons to yonder Tuscan hill; — 

The second Joshua^ at whose command 
The heavens ceased turning and the sun stood still. 

The moon In starry-frosted skies of night 
Shall write In splendor Galileo's name. 

And sun to sun at noon and morning light 
Shall blazon heaven with Galileo's fame. 



DANTE AND GEMMA. 

SURROUNDED by the dull and commonplace, 
Dante and Gemma lived as man and wife; 

Year after year they kept the self-same pace, 
Amid the homely scenes of prosy life. 
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Dante and Gemma. 

Seven children came to romp around their door, 
And give her weary hands more work to do; 

Without complaint, the burden all she bore, — 
She loved them and their father, Dante, so! 

Seven little hungry mouths there were to feed. 
Seven little drowsy heads to rock to sleep. 

Wounds were to bind when little feet would bleed. 
And brows to kiss when baby eyes would weep. 

For Dante had no thought to give to earth. 
No thought for gross requirements of the clod; 

His children, and the one who gave them birth 
Could not be friends of one who walked with God. 

Yet day by day in transcendental dreams 

He met again his sainted Beatrice. 
In woods of twilight green, by bubbling streams 

He shared her glory in a trance of bliss. 

And Beatrice, the Rachel he adored, 
Outshone the homely Leah he despised; 

The wife loved even the foot-prints of her lord, 
Yet saw his cold indifference undisguised. 

For Beatrice were sung immortal strains. 
For Beatrice was raised a heavenly throne; 

For Gemma were but sharp maternal pains, 
A water-bottle and a crust and bone. 

To Beatrice he gave a wreath of stars, 

To Beatrice the glory of the sun; 
To Gemma but a treadmill's dingy bars, 

The same old round of drudgery never done. 
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Dante and Gemma. 

His Book of Books was writ In words of gold 
To crown his Beatrice among the blest; 

But In that Book of Books Is never told 
The story of the one who loved him best. 

And yet, the one despised had deemed It sweet 
His burdens in her eager arms to take. 

And seven times had trod with willing feet 
The valley of the shadow for his sake. 

One child she bore he named for Beatrice, 
To still recall the lost one's higher claim. 

O, Gemma, there was anguish in the kiss 
You gave the babe that bore your rival's name! 

Yet Beatrice had never loved him, no! 

Had hardly deigned to give him passing glance. 
While but his slightest smile had set aglow 

The wife's thin cheek, and made her pulses daneo. 

Yet, Gemma, thou didst choose the better part. 
Though Dante's book hath given thee not a line; 

For Dante's children grew beneath thy heart, 
And thou didst aid him dream his dreams divine. 

Though Beatrice was lovely, thou wert good; 

She soared, while thou didst beautify the sod; 
Thine be the priceless pearl of motherhood. 

The wreath of lilies twined by hands of God! 
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THE FALLEN GODS. 
(British Museum.) 

THE careless crowds in hurry pass them by. 
The fallen gods who reigned in years of yore; 
Ah, who would think that gods like these could die, 
Or see their glories fade forevermore? 

Here Juno dreams with slowly crumbling charms. 
And Hermes trips on slender shattered feet; 

Here Venus mutely lifts her broken arms, 
Her smile, though half erased, still strangely sweet. 

Here Iris bends with bosom cleft in twain. 
And Proserpina wears a shivered crown; 

Here Jove, dethroned, longs for his old-time reign, 
Though cankering crust has gnawed away his frown. 

Here Isis still is hid behind her veils, 

Osiris still is wrapped in quiet sleep; 
Dumb like the other gods, they tell no tales, 

Still jealous of the secret that they keep. 

Half-men, half-bulls, with giant eagle plumes. 
Long-bearded gods of old Assyria stand. 

Colossal shapes dragged from their desert tombs, 
To please the idlers in this impious land. 

Through broken teeth this South-sea idol grins, 
This Hindoo god looks down with hideous scowls; 

Here gods of Congo squat on battered shins. 
With heads of dogs and beaks and claws of fowls. 
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The Fallen Gods. 

O, gods, for you have men and women bled. 
For you mankind has slaved ten thousand years. 

For you were slaughtered mountains of the dead. 
For you we shed an ocean of our tears. 

O, gods, to you we wildly called for aid. 
To you, poor creatures fashioned out of mud; 

No answer! Not a moment's heed you paid. 
Although we gave you rivers of our blood. 

From you have men beseeched for wealth and fame. 
For glory Kings have made your altars red; 

What folly! From afar you watched the game. 
Then laughing, smote your fawning flatterers dead. 

From you have maidens begged their lovers' lives, 
Then seen their lovers brought from battle slain; 

From lips of fathers, mothers, husbands, wives, 
A million million prayers have wailed in vain. 

Whoever begged your blessings found you dumb. 
Whoever craved one glance has found you blind; 

O, men may call you, but you never come. 
And men may seek you, but shall never find. 

But now your reign is ended. Nevermore 
Will incense rise to greet you at the dawn. 

And never, never on the sea or shore 
Shall you regain the glory that is gone. 

The children laugh to see Mars' shattered limbs. 
The booby tries to spell Apollo's name; 

O, fallen gods, who now will chant your hymns. 
And who will fight to save you from your shame? 



A Stranger in London. 

And yet, O, fallen gods, yours is the doom 
Which living gods must suffer soon or late; 

Our fables soon shall follow to your tomb. 
And every god we worship share your fate. 



The gods are but our children, not our sires; 

We carve them, pet them, thrust them on the shelves; 
In them we breathe our own dreams and desires. 

And only make an image of ourselves. 

The man who loves his brother, who is free 
EYom malice, who will stoop to nothing foul, 

Needs not to gloze the gods with flattery, 
And never needs to tremble when they scowl. 



A STRANGER !N LONDON. 

HERE in the greatest city of the world 
A hundred thousand people pass me by. 
The old, the young, the rich, the poor I see. 
All rushing on to different destinies. 
I have no friend amid the swarming throng, 
No man, no woman here gives thought to me. 
I never saw one being here before. 
Nor shall I see one being here again. 
Alone, deserted in this stranger land, 
I feel my utter insignificance. 
And say, "It matters not what one may be. 
What one may plan, his dreams, his destiny. 
Since all his i*'<^ is merest nothingness/ 
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A Stranger in London. 

And then I turn, and hnrrying swiftly by, 

A careless stranger almost touches me. 

I ask him to direct me to a place 

Which I have sought an hour or more In vain. 

Then all at once his half-impatient face 

Breaks in a kindly and good-natured smile. 

Not only does he tell me how to go. 

Which way to turn, and where to find my place. 

But suddenly he says: "Come, go with me; 

I'll show the way myself." Though I protest. 

He leads the whole way, till we reach the spot. 

And so we part. A pleasant good-bye next, 

A friendly smile from him and thanks from me. 

And then I see him lost amid the crowd. 

I never saw the stranger's face before. 

And never shall I see his face again. 

And yet, O stranger, you have taught me this: 

All men are brothers! Though the nations fight 

For fancied wrongs, and though the poor and weak 

Must bleed and die to glorify the Great, 

I feel that artificial boundaries. 

Frontiers and outposts, cannot make us foes. 

The little deed of kindness you have done 

Shows all mankind are kinsmen unto me. 

That you and I, contemporaries, friends. 

Put here to share our portion of the earth. 

And bom to live the selfsame day and time, 

Are children of the true and only God. 
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THE SLEEPING IDLER8. 
(St. James's Park.) 

STRETCHED on the grass the weary outcasts lie; 
No one disturbs them In their heavy sleep; 
Though London like an ocean thunders by. 
It leaves them stranded in its onward sweep. 

These are the men who lost the game of life. 
These are the men whom Failure calls her own. 

Success forsook them in the selfish strife. 
With broken blades and banners overthrown. 

Here lie the vanquished on a battlefield 

More vast than any history's page can show. 

Bowed In defeat, they drop the spear and shield. 
And only beg for quarter from the foe. 

Tet ah, what hopes they had in youthful years. 
When marching proudly forth to fight the world! 

Then came the toil, the sweat, the blood and tears. 
And foes in overwhelming columns hurled. 

Where now the songs of triumph that they sung, 
Where now the blazoned banners lifted high? 

Ah, who can sing with heart no longer young. 
And one is only waiting here to die? 

Gone are the glories that they strove to wln» 

Their dreams of fame and fortune all have fied; 

They huddle here in misery, shame and sin, 

Their bodies living, though their souls are dead. 
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Holland. 

But BtiU your JealooB Mother guards your sleep. 
And bids you Good-nl^t when your sun has set; 

Be sure a faithful vigil she will keep. 

For Ehigland claims you as her children yet. 

Though she has sons who wooed and won success. 
Whose memories she records in bronze and stone. 

Because you failed she does not love you less. 
But clasps you to her bosom as her own. 

And it is well. For some who fight must fail. 

Must play their part like those who fight and win. 

Is not the price of bliss another's bale? 
Is glory not the flaming flower of sin? 

Then let them sleep, and dream that life is sweet. 
That friends are flrm, that men can never lie. 

Forgetting Love hath wings on truant feet. 

That days will come when one may wish to die. 

And when the feverish noon of life is past 
They reach the end appointed at our birth; 

They gain what weary emperors crave at last, — 
A long, long sleep on breast of Mother Earth. 



HOLLAND. 

ALAND of straight canals, of quaint old towns. 
Fat cows, finei horses roaming level leas; 
Of poplar-bordered roads, of dykes and downs, 
And fisher-boats a-sail on misty seas. 
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Solitude. 

A land of windmills and of wooden shoes. 
Stork-trodden marshes, meadows white with sheep. 

Where salt sea winds their vital force infuse. 
And salt sea billows rouse the soul from sleep. 

A land which, hating sluggards, drones and slaves. 
Faced tides and tyrants since its life began. 

Brave little Conqueror of the ocean waves. 
Brave little Champion of the Rights of Man! 



SOLITUDE. 

HE who ascends the cloud-encircled peak 
And gropes alone through mist when twilight comes, 
When all the rocks are veiled In gloomy gray. 
Has trembled in a fearful Solitude. 
He who has trod the trackless wildemees 
Where giant trees turn noontide into night. 
Where monstrous vines are twisting coil on coll. 
Where unknown birds chirp through the loneliness. 
And unknown beasts are crying from afar, — 
Has felt an awful silence in his soul. 
He who, shipwrecked, a thousand miles from land. 
Drifts on and on, and never sights a sail. 
With but a stormy petrel flitting by, 
Has longed to clasp a helping hand again. 
He who has wandered through a foreign land. 
And trod a giant city's crowded streets, 
And knows no one amid the myriad throngs. 
And only hears an unfamiliar tongue, — 
He, too, has known the depths of loneliness. 
He who imprisoned in a dungeon cell. 
Sees no one, but beholds a stealthy hand 
Slip through the iron grating day by day, 
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Solitude 

And leave a cup of water, crust or bone, 
And cowers In that dungeon thirty years. 
Yet never knows his captor or his crime, — 
He, too, has craved a comrade's sympathy. 

But still, my soul, your awful solitude 
Is more than his who climbs the mountain peak. 
Than his who treads the trackless wilderness. 
Than that of him adrift upon a spar. 
Than that of him lost in a foreign town. 
More lonel:» than the prisoner in his cell 
Are you, O soul, whom no man ever knows. 
Tou strive to speak, but none will understand, 
You call for help, but no one ever comes. 
No friend can ever share your confidence, 
No spouse the secret chamber of your mind! 
Wise men may read the ruined monuments 
Which tell the stories of forgotten kings. 
May read the parchment or the papyrus. 
And learn the legends of forgotten years. 
But none may translate from the secret book 
Locked in the dungeon seen by you alone. 

O, Soul, you sail strange oceans like a ship 
Steered by a pilot whom you never see. 
Ruled by a captain you have never known. 
Bound from a land you cannot recollect, 
And destined for a harbor never told. 
Come, tell me, are you seeking for a strand 
Where tufted palms wave under blissful skies? 
Or, are you only speeding on your way 
To wreck your cargo on a desert shore? 
Or, are you only hastening after all • 
To sink forever in the ocean waves? 

70 



Asheville Reinsited. 

Sometimes I see another ship afar. 

And clap my hands and cry, "A sail! A sail!" 

I wave a signal, never understood. 

And then the bark fades swiftly from my sight. 

O, soul, amid your awful solitude 

You sail without a compass or a chart. 

No consort cleaves the ocean by your side, 

You know not whence you came, nor where you go 



ASHEVILLE REVISITED. 



ELEVEN years have passed since last I saw 
These far-off billowed mountains, azure-hued; 
And now, as then, I stand in silent awe 
Before their dim and dreamy solitude. 

O, blue, blue mountains, under blue, blue skies, 
I see you rising still untouched by time. 

Hid in dim hazes« soft as baby eyes. 
Yet crowned by heaven, forevermore sublime 

O, would thy strength were given unto me, 
That I might bid defiance unto change. 

That I might stand in deathless majesty. 
Possessing peace no anguish could estrange! 

Ah, could I feel your own perpetual youth, 
Ah, could I feel your primal purity, 

That I might stand enrobed in stainless truth, 
From Earth's contamination fresh and free! 
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Asheville Revisited. 

I gaze upon you, and a rush of tears 
Comes like an Autumn shower to mine eyes; 

How have I suffered in eleven years. 
How seen laid bare the world's illusive lies! 

Bleven years of mingled flowers and thorns, 
Eleven years of sunshine and of snows, 

Eleven years of joy's ecstatic moms. 
Eleven years of pain's relentless throes! 

Within those years my brave ambitions died. 
Fate brought her tares and thistles in a sheaf; 

My soul has shrunk when fond illusions lied. 
And I have met and shaken hands with Grief. 

A thousand times my heart has made mistake, 
A thousand snares my feet have stumbled in. 

And now, aghast, I stand at last awake, 
A wanderer on a briery path of sin. 

Yet, after all, I struggle through the strife 
With truths that make me sorrowful, but wise; 

For sin and suffering teach the laws of life. 
And sin and suffering open up our eyes. 

My meat was snatched in conflict with the brute, 
My bread from harvests of my miseries. 

The tree of knowledge yields but bitter fruit. 
And yet that tree is worth all other trees. 

Much have I suffered since my task began, 
Yet I have Patience in the place of Joy, 

And I have gained experience of the man 
For shallow follies of the foolish boy, 
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Carmen Mississippieiisis. 

And yet — and -yet — and yet — qould time restore, 
One precious gift my lonely life to share! 

I sigh to think that though I love no more, 
Yet, losing love, I feel I do not care. 



CARMEN MI88I8SIPPIEN8IS. 

IF I had youth and heauty. 
And you had wealth and fame, 
Fate never could affright us. 
The World would never blame. 
Our days would glide in glory. 

Secure from scorn or shame, — 
If I had youth and beauty. 
And you had wealth and fame. 

No winter snows should sprinkle 

On tresses golden-brown; 
No cares destroy a dimple. 

Nor droop your blue eyes down. 
Through splendid noons of Summer 

Would float Love's flags of flame. 
If I had youth and beauty. 

And you had wealth and fame. 

No friend would then forsake us. 

No smile would change to sneer, 
No foeman march to meet us. 

No comrade cease to cheer. 
No prince would bind with fetters. 

No priest breathe word of blame. 
If I had youth and beauty, 

And you had wealth and fame. 
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The Blackbirds. 

But in your eyes are beaming 

The lights of love and truth, 
More sure than fam^ or fortune. 

Than beauty's blissful youta; 
That faith and that devotion 

Might not be still the same 
If I had youth and beauty. 

And you had wealth and fame. 

Come, be my fame and fortune. 

Come, think me young and wise; 
Your world shall be my bosom, 

My Eden be your eyes. 
Such rapt repose would vanish. 

Such peace we could not claim, 
If I had youth and beauty. 

And you had wealth and fame. 



THE BLACKBIRDS. 

AS the blackbirds flit through the tossing trees, 
And the brown leaves float on the mad March breeze; 
As the blackbirds carol and call and call. 
And the dead leaves flutter and fall and fall; 
My heart is elate with the silver songs. 
And casts care aside like the dead-leaf throngs; 
Hope burgeons again, and my soul takes wing 
As the blackbirds soar and the blackbirds sing. 

Like a sable cloud in the cold blue sky, 
A-battle with winds, see the blackbirds fly! 
And the gaunt old trees are all young again 
As the vital sap tingles through vivifled vein. 
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Frank Fazvcett McKernan, 

As the dead leaves flit, so my dead fears fall. 
And life leaps again while the blackbirds call; 
As the March comes back, I'm a- thrill once more, 
And my heart beats high as the blackbirds soar. 



FRANK FAWCETT McKERNAN. 
Died March 6, 1902. 

IN a great city, where my friends were few, 
Where myriads struggled in life's selfish race — 
Amid those days of darkness first I knew 
The perfect poem of your fine young face. 

When shrouded Sorrow sat within my heart. 
You came to meet me in the stranger's land; 

Though all forsaken, thou didst take my part. 
And though deserted, thou didst hold my hand. 

Long have I wished to see your face again. 
But you have left me in the gathering gloam; 

Death must have loved you, for he eased your pain, 
God must have loved you, for he called you home. 

Ah, you will make new friends where you have gone — 
Friends free from faults you knew in me of yore. 

And they may bid you to forget the one 
Whose shadowed life is linked with yours no more, 

But, O, if new companions take your hand. 
If splendid seraphs greet you there on high, 

Forget me not in this far-distant land — 
Fpr »ppe will love you half as well as I, 
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An October Magnolia. 

And though your heart may never miss its mate 

Among the lilies there in Paradise, 
Remember old times, when we fought with fate, 

And wandered homeless under scowling skies. 

Though still I wander through this desert dearth. 
Where hopes prove false, where tears are never dried- 

Remember still your old friend here on earth. 
Whose heart and soul were darkened when you died. 



AN OCTOBER MAGNOLIA. 

A LONESOME lingerer through the Autumn day. 
Uplifting still a spotless brow of snow, 
Though fair-haired summer now has passed away. 
Though blue-eyed Spring has faded long ago. 

O daughter of the old age of the year, 
The last and loveliest of your royal race. 

Though skies are scowling, you are free from fear. 
Lighting the darkness with your moon- white face. 

And so you blossom, spite of chilling frost, 
' When other blooms are dust in dreary vaults. 
Like one sweet hope, when other hopes are lost, 
Like one true friend, when other friends are false. 

You glimmer through the melancholy haze. 
When leaves are brown, and not a bird will sing, 

Still keeping through the chill Autumnal days 
A heart of Summer and a soul of Spring. 
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The Exiles. 

In virgin sweetness, faithful, tender, true. 
Fearless you face gruff Winter's Cossack horde. 

And dying, lift a chalice gemmed with dew 
To pour a pure libation to the Lord! 



THE EXILES. 

DO you remember, sweet, in ages past. 
How we were lovers on another star? 
How we together in the dark were cast, 
^ Then exiled to this lonesome earth afar? 

In dusk Orion's wilderness of night 

A million worlds go swimming through the glooms; 
There you and I once looked upon the light; 

There both our names are gray on mossy tombs. 

There swarms of stars a-shimmer in a swirl. 
Are like vast fields of twinkling golden wheat; 

There flake on flake, sun-powdered systems whirl. 
And foam on foam, in cream-white billows beat. 

There in a wondrous world we lived and died. 
With flowerful meadows of perpetual May 

As blissful as the bosom of a bride 
Upon the morning of her wedding day. 

Six suns were there to give transcendent light. 
Two yellow, two of purple, two of red; 

Four moons of emerald, four of pearl, at night 
With sea-blue stars a crystal splendor shed. 
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The Exiles, 

There like a gorgeous tulip flamed the skies, 
As jeweled orbs in brilliance rose and set; 

They flushed and glowed with iridescent dyes 
Of lemon« lilac, orange, violet. 

There, like a red flamingo soared a sun. 

Here, like a milk-white heron sailed a moon. 

And clouds with peacock plumes waved over one. 
And glorified the midnight like the noon. 

And there we two have gathered wilding flowers 
Beneath the soft eyes of those matron moons. 

Watched stingless bees In thornless rosy bowers. 
Through garnet twilights, opal-hearted noons. 

Through amethystine eves we saw white sails 
Like languid lilies swimming in the sea; 

There on the beach, as in Arabian tales. 

The sands were strewn with gems for you and me. 

When flrst I kissed you. Morning, like a priest. 
Came clothed In flre, a moon on either breast. 

One sun of scarlet setting in the east. 
One sun of purple rising in the west. 

Thy dewy eyes seemed blue cornflowers ablow. 
Thy bosom like a dawn-flushed marble dream, — 

A miracle of sapphire and of snow 

Dim through a mist of claret and of cream. 

But you were queen, I but a lowly page; 

Love burgeoned, but beneath unfriendly stars; 
Ah, how you languished in your gilded cage. 

Tour sighings sad as sobs of frail guitars. 
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The Red Bird in the Wine Room. 

Tour cruel sire« the old gray-bearded king. 
Raged like a lion, hot with shame and Bcom. 

We lost our lives for Love's exquisite sting. 

And fell from stars to win Love's crown of thorn. 

And so they seized us, and condemned to die, 
Since you, O love, were high as I was low. 

I saw them stab you, heard your smothered cry; — 
Then I was burned to ashes long ago. 

So here on earth, and after myriad years. 
We clasp and kiss with love's delicious pain; 

Those diamond skies still glimmer in your tears. 

Those peach-bloom dawns glow in your cheeks again. 

See over there the stars where we belong, 

A-tremble when the sun of April sets. 
Embosomed in the blue a twinkling throng. 

Like dewdrops in a bed of violets! 

We covet not the seraph's princely place. 

Nor cra^e the cherub's transcendental bliss; 

We abdicate an empire to embrace. 
And cast away a kingdom for a kiss. 



THE RED BIRD IN THE WINE ROOM. 

I SEE him as he flutters in his cell. 
Heart-broken for his far-off native tree; 
Poor red bird! It Is useless to rebel; 
Tour old-time haunts you nevermore shall see. 
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The Red Bird in the Wine Room, 

The purple dawns shall come with crowns of fire, 
But you shall never welcome them again; 

Spring winds shall quiver like Apollo's lyre. 
But none will miss you from their happy train. 

The diamond dews shall throb on leaf and flower, 
But none will ask for you, whose face Is fled; 

The noons and nights shall speed in sun or shower. 
While all the world deserts you with the dead. 

May comes with laughter over woodland hills. 

But never for a moment misses you; 
June laves her pink-white feet in sky-blue rills, 

Forgetting that you pledged her to be true. 

Brown Autumn, plucking from his purple vines. 

Neglects to give you tribute of his fruit; 
Ah, none keep faith but murmuring Winter pines, 

For they remember how your voice grew mute. 

In that lost home, none listen for your tread; 

The one you love has ceased to mourn your fate; 
O, red bird, let us say that she is dead. 

And think not that she chose another mate! 

Around you here, are known the songs of sin. 

The vulgar jest, the meretricious glare; 
Here Pleasure sits, with Agony her twin, 

And King Remorse reigns with his queen. Despair. 

Here fair-haired boys have grown besmirched and soiled, 
Here noon-white girls have wandered into night; 

Here you have seen young Innocence despoiled. 
And Genius shriveled with a deadly blight. 
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The Dunghill and the Moon. 

Here you have seen Death come with sexton spade. 
Seen doors of hope in face of Mercy slammed, 

Seen hearts corrode, seen souls become decayed, 
The young man ruined and the old man damned. 

But, red bird, still, your life may not be vain. 
Some lost one may be moved to see you here; 

Some callous soul may feel repentant pain. 
Some hard heart soften, knowing you are near. 

Some outcast may remember happier days, 
When he, a barefoot, trod the distant farm, — 

Dear dawns of boyhood, hid in tearful haze. 
Beyond the dreams of coming years of harm. 

So he may rise against his deadly foe, 
And save his honor from its funeral bell; 

One soul may flee from Babylonian woe, 
One soul may struggle from the jaws of hell. 

If one soul, knowing thee, shall lose one stain. 
If one step less to ruin has been trod. 

Then, even then, thou hast not died in vain, 
O flaming poem from the heart of God! 



THE DUNGHILL AND THE MOON. 

SAID the Moon one night to the dunghill, '*I am better 
by far than you, 
For I am the queen of the heavens, while you are the scum 

and the spew; 
I am throned on a throne of silver, I am wearing a starry 

crown. 
While you reek and you rot and fester in the slums of the 
dirty town. 
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The Dunghill and the Moon. 

"I am type of all that Is splendid, and I stand for all that 

is pure, 
While you are the source of the cesspool, and the fount of 

the stinking sewer; 
I am type of all that is noble, and I stand for all that is 

high. 
While you are the imp of uncleanness, the beast that is 

sore to the eye. 

"I am sung in the songs of poets, I am hailed as em- 
press sublime. 

While you are the jest of the vulgar, and the theme of the 
blackguard rhyme; 

I am hailed by the lips of lovers, as I sail in my silver 
boat. 

While you, the obscene, the disgusting, make the laugh 
for the ruflGlan's throat. 

"I am Joy, I am Love and Beauty, I am Glory, Silver and 

Gold, 
While you are the stench and the offal, and you the decay 

and the mould; 
I am lady beloved of mortals. I am favorite daughter 

of God, 
While you are the shame of creation, and the bastard 

spawn of the Sod." 

But the dunghill answered the scoffer, "It is true that your 

throne is high, 
It is true that your state is splendid, and true I am foul to 

the eye; 
It is true you are gowned in glory, it is true I am poor 

and low, 
It is true you are queen of heaven, with beauty I never 

shall know. 
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The Dunghill and the Moon. 

"But deny as you wiU, my sister, we are sprung from the 
self-same womb. 

And deny as you will, my sister, we must go to the self- 
same tomb; 

You may call it a lie, my sister, yet we come of the self- 
same clod; 

You may call it a lie, my sister, yet we serve but the self- 
same God. 

"It is true, while I pass tomorrow, you are good for a mil- 
lion years, 

But your day of death is appointed, though you laugh and 
scofT at your fears; 

In vain are your crown and your sceptre, and in vain are 
your kingdoms vast; 

Like myself, you merely are mortal, and must come to 
your end at last. 

"But, indeed, if your crown is splendid, your heart is but 

sterile and chilly 
Your valleys are treeless and barren, your mountains are 

lifeless and still; 
You are stony and bleak and forsaken, not a bird seeks 

your blasted heath; 
Though your crags and your cliffs may glitter, they are 

only the ribs of Death. 

"But I who am butt for your laughter, and I who am stock 

for your scorn. 
Am the cradle of bud and blossom; from my bosom all 

sweets are bom. 
In the dunghill slumbers the harvest, all the gold of the 

garnered wheat; 
In the dunghill sleeps all the plenty, all the rich and poor 

man's meat. 
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I am food for the mellow apple, for the fig and the peach 

and plum, 
I furnish the comb and the honey for the bee in his hollow 

gum; 
I have given the lilac perfume, I have given the red to the 

rose. 
The morning-glory out of me blossoms, and the dandelion 

glows. 

"I am help to the hand of the sower, I am faithful to hands 

that reap. 
My herbage gives milk to the cattle, and my gij'ass gives 

fat to the sheep; 
I look on the fields that are fruitless, and lo! they are rich, 

they are good. 
And the barley and corn are rising where the sedges and 

nettles stood. 

''I thrill through the veins of the vineyards, through clus- 
ters of purple and red. 

And they swell with their luscious nectar, and they swoon 
as their sweets are shed; 

I am snow-<white bread for the peasant, I am cakes for the 
queen and king, 

Though spurned by the slave and the monarch as a vile 
and an unclean Thing. 

'Though I fester in foul corruption, I am pure in the lily's 
leaves ; 

Though I rise from rankest of poison, I am sire of golden 
sheaves; 

Though Death and Decay may attend me, I shall find Res- 
urrection still; 

Though the lowest of all God's creatures, I am true to his 
royal wni." 
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ANNIE COOK. 
Died September 11, 1878. 



YOUR life, in youth, was written all in wine. 
You gathered poppies of the poisoned breath. 
Sin was so beautiful she seemed divine, 
Though daughter of the Devil and of Death. 

But soon you saw her loveliness depart. 
You saw her splendor and her glory dead. 

And you were left with bruised and bleeding heart. 
When all the comrades of your youth had fled. 

Yes, all had fled, sweet youths of long ago; 

Where now their fruity lips, their clustering curls. 
Their May-mom eyes, their dimpled cheeks aglow. 

The peach-bloom boys, the morning-glory girls! 

Yes, all had left you to your bitter fate. 
To walk the highways of the wicked town, 

To hear your heart cry out "Too late, too late!" 
Amid the darkness when the sun went down. 

The City's noises seemed to mock your pain; 

The iron engine like Prometheus groaned. 
Like drowning Sappho sobbed the midnight rain. 

And like King Lear the winds of winter moaned. 

Then fell the plague on men with poisoned breath. 
And weakling saints were scattered far in flight. 

But you were firm, you would not flee from death; 
You dressed the dead, you nursed the sick at night. 
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Deserted and abandoned by them all. 

When even God seemed frowning from the skies 
You would not shirk the sufferer's piteous call. 

But faced the Terror with unflinching eyes. 

Where death was strongest, thou wert sure to be; 

Where hope was weakest, thou wert sure to come. 
Then He who knew thy sorrows pitied thee; 

Thy kind eyes closed, thy faithful hands grew numb. 

What Priest, what Sage, can solve life's mysteries? 

We know not whether hope died in thy pall, 
If thou dost tread today in Paradise, 

Or whether in thy grave was end of all. 

Yet I would lay a lily on thy tomb. 
Oh thou who in the steps of Jesus trod, 

O heroine who defied the voice of doom, 
O daughter of the true and only God! 



FORREST IN MEMPHIS. 

August 21. 1864. 

FORREST has come from the country down 
A-raiding the streets of Memphis town; 
He comes post-haste, a-whiz and a-whir. 
With clank of sabre and clink of spur. 

Swooping he speeds with his fearless boys 
In a cloud of dust, in a storm of noise. 

With their slouching hats and their coats of gray. 
Through the half-wake town at the peep o' day. 
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Ahead of them all the leader comes 
With hurry of hoofs and din of drums. 

Gallant and grand on his nimble mare. 
With his coal-black beard and his iron-gray hair. 

Startled from sleep is the Yankee host. 
And every man seeks his appointed post; 

The town is a-whirl in its vague alarms. 
There's a shout to wake and a call to arms. 

"Forrest is here!" is the sentry's cry. 
As the gray troopers go like a hurricane by; 

"Forrest is here!" men shout on the street. 
As they see his mare with her flying feet. 

"Forrest is here!" all the newsboys call, 
"Forrest is here!" all the bootblacks bawl, 

"Forrest is here!" cries the red cock, "hark!" 
"Forrest is here!" all the watch-dogs bark. 



Washburn, aroused from his soft, snug bed. 
Sans trousers, sans boots, sans waistcoat, has fled; 

Like a flag of truce, with the winds a-flirt. 
There flaunts in his rear the tail of his shirt. 

Forrest rides straight through the hotel door. 

And in Centaur style he paces the floor; 
Dismounting, he orders a drink and cigar. 

As in bygone days at the hotel bar. 

"Come, give us a drink — some mint if you please. 
My boys, too, are here; give a drink to these; 

Though their pockets aren't pufPed with dollars and dimes, 
You'll give us a nip for the sake of old times. 
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Forrest in Memphis. 

"No sugar, no water, stop! there is enough! 

Tour healthy my old fellow: Don't be in a huff; 
And now for a smoke; we must go, you see. 

So now, Mike, my friend, charge it all to me." 

Forrest remounts on his restless steed. 
And soon with his boys has started a-speed; 

The kettle drums rattle, the bass drums beat, 
The streets are a-din with the tramp of feet. 

No matter! he leaves as quick as he came, 
And with hot-haste hoofs the flints are a-flame; 

Though the bluecoats rush, they have come too late, 
And Forrest glides safe through the city gate. 

And the bluecoat boys they follow him fast. 
But they lose the trace, and return at last; 

Too swift and too sly! So none of his foes 
Will follow the path where Forrest goes. 
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SONGS 

OF 

NORTH AND SOUTH 



TO AN UNKNOWN READER. 



IN years to come, when I have passed away. 
Tour careless glance upon this page may fall; 
So then, my unknown reader, pause, I pray. 
And hearken to my faint and far-off call. 



O youth, as graceful as a willow bough. 
As gladsome as a fawn with nimble feet; 

O youth, with noble alabaster brow. 
Flushed with your morning splendor, fresh and sweet: 



Dear boy, mine ears shall never know your voice. 
Mine eyes shall never know your princely grace. 

And I shall never in your smile rejoice. 
And never, never see your fine frank face. 



O maiden, with the starry eyes of brown. 
With golden ringlets, peach-bloom cheeks aglow; 

O maiden, wearing love's and beauty's crown. 
As radiant as a sunrise over snow: — 



Dear girl, I never by your side shall tread, 
And never shall I hear your gentle sighs; 

I never shall behold your lips of red, 
And never, never see your splendid eyes. 
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To an Unknown Reader. 

I love you, though our paths shall never meet, 
Though you shall flourish after I have fled. 

Though living voices seem to you more sweet 
Than lays of him deserted with the dead. 

For you, the birds and blossoms of the day. 
For you, the brilliance of the banquet halls; 

For me, the lonesome churchyard, old and gray. 
For me, the prison under charnel walls. 

For you, the light, the life, the music, mirth, 
For you love's triumph and love's sweet, sweet pain; 

For me, a pillow in the gloomy earth. 
For me, the sobbing of the midnight rain. 

Will you neglect me in that far-off day? 

Shall I forgotten and forsaken lie? 
Ah, then my heart should bleed, though turned to clay, 

And that woi:(.ld be another death to die. 

unknown reader, for your sake I pine; 
Beside you let me cease my wandering. 

1 love you; let me take your hand in mine. 
And tell you stories, laugh or weep or sing. 

For you I suffered in far-distant days; 

For you I lost man's favor, maiden's hand; 
For you my feet forsook their boyhood ways; 

For you I wandered through the stranger's land. 

From death's dark empire shall my soul depart. 
Your smile, your friendship, and your love to win; 

Behold! I come and knock upon your heart: 
For God's sake, reader, rise and let me in! 
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THE LORE OF LOVE. 
I. 

WHEN do I love thee? When the brooklets ruii 
Through dandelion meadows of the June; 
When horns of huntsmen greet the harvest moon, 
And mellow Autumn's vlntaging is done; 
When Spring's triumphant marches have begun. 
When Winter winds through haggard branches croon; 
At solemn midnight and at silvery noon. 
At blush of morning and at set of sun. 



Thy youthful splendor unto me Is dear. 

But I shull love thee still when youth flits by; 

I love thee when thine eyes know not a tear. 

And love thee when Disaster hovers nigh; 

My soul shall crave thee when the Dark draws near, 

And still be loyal through eternity. 



II. 



How do I love thee? As the slender lyre 
Thrills with emotion when the breezes blow; 
As roses love the morning's golden glow. 
As dewy stars the dusky night desire; 
As eagles to the heaven of heavens aspire, 
As doves dream fondly, breast to breast below; 
As arctic pines love everlasting snow. 
As tropic palms love everlasting fire. 
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Melba 

I love thee as the victor loves his wreath, 
The peasant loves his cottage, free from strife; 
I love thee as Mortality loves breath, 
The shepherd boy his harp -and flute and fife; 
As disappointed Hope loves welcome Death, 
As human souls love Everlasting Life. 



III. 



Why do I love thee? Ask the artist there 
Why does he love fair faces that he paints; 
Ask of the poet why his spirit faints 
Before his heroines of the golden hair; 
Ask of the singer, why his sweet despair, 
His glorious gladness, his melodious plaints; 
Ask the young priest, before his haloed saints, 
To lay the secret of his worship bare. 



I love thee; for I long to soar from sod. 

And tread in glory of celestial grace; 

To live beyond the time my grave is trod. 

Proving a crown-prince of immortal race; 

To emulate beatitudes of God, 

To reach His kingdom, and behold His face. 



MELBA. 

IN radiating circles all aglow. 
The galleries glitter like a Northern light; 
Electric torches wreathe the stage below 
Like royal gems of some Arabian night. 
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Melba 

I see the silks and satins swirling by 
With, misty laces and aerial plumes. 

And diamonds palpitating far and nigh 
Through bowers of a paradise of blooms. 



Blue eyes outbeam the sapphire's bluish spark. 
O'er feathery fans like doves a-flutter there; 

Tiaras glimmer over tresses dark, 
And moon-like pearls on moon-like maids more fair. 



The curtain rises on a splendid scene 
Amid the plaudits of that splendid throng. 

And then She comes, of queenly beings Queen, 
World-famous Empress of the world of song. 



O stately singer, from thy magic voice 
The present, like a dreary dream, hath fled. 

In glories that have perished we rejoice. 
And transcendental splendors that were dead. 



I hear a wild swan's piercing melodies 
At shrine of Venus, on the Cyprian shore, — 

Dying in glory under diamond skies 
When Venus, Queen of Beauty, reigns no more. 



In Persian gardens, under golden moons, 
I hear the nightingale still woo the rose. 

Though faded are their far, forgotten Junes, 
And twice five hundred years have healed their woes. 
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Melba. 

By mediaeval castle, thrilled with bliss, 
I see the lovers trysting through the dark; 

In odorous dewy dusk I see them kiss. 
Till startled by the lyric of the lark. 

O thou hast suffered, peerless Queen of Song, 
And thrilled with keener than terrestrial joy, 

Hast loved and languished, borne the yoke of Wrong, 
And seen stern Fate thy noble hopes destroy. 

Upon thy brow the white swan lives again. 
And in thy lips the perished Persian rose. 

Within thy heart the nightingale's own pain. 
And in thy soul the dear dead lover's woes. 

The music ceases, and I wake to find 

The dull, dry story of our sordid life, 
The same old ways, where blind men lead the blind 

Through all the selfsame sorrow, toil and strife. 

Alas, to think that voice must pass away. 
And leave no marvel of thy matchless art. 

And never, never, after this short day. 
One breathing being shall those strains impart! 

Alas, to think those lips shall then be dumb. 
That glorious name be graven on the tomb. 

And never, never, through the years to come 
Those notes divine shall vibrate through the gloom! 

But, peerless lady, like thy silver songs, 
The stateliest empires soon must pass away, 

With all the murmur of their mighty throngs 
Like chirp of insects on a Summer day. 
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Florida Nocturne 

Then princely Paris, radiant realm of art, 
Shall be abandoned in a waste alone, 

Manhattan but a long-forgotten mart, 
And lordly London but a heap of stone. 

Tet perfume cannot pass to nothingness. 

No blush on blossom ever come to naught; 
In some far Spring, beneath a beam's caress. 

They live again, with soulful sweetness fraught. 

No song, no poem ever thrilled in vain, 
Nor word of kindness, lover's smile or sigh: 

The True and Good and Beautiful remain. 
And Love lives on, though lovers all must die. 

So no thing beautiful is lost in death; 
I* All that returns for which our souls repine; 

Fadeless thy laurel and thy myrtle wreath, 
O peerless Empress of the voice divine! 



FLORIDA NOCTURNE. 

THROUGH midnight shadows purple-brown. 
The stars are peeping open-eyed; 
There in her glowing silvery gown 
The moon comes like a radiant bride. 
Now sweet and clear 
From citron coppice near, 
I hear a mocking-bird repine 
In gurgle, gurgle, gurgle of his melodies divine. 

From lemon orchards, starred with blooms. 
And bending low with fragrant fruit, 
Soft odors haunt the purple glooms 
Like whispers of a lover's lute. 
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Florida Nocturne 

I wait alone 

For you, for you, my own. 

With love more spirit-like and sweet 

Than all the fragile blossoms that I scatter at your feet. 

Through green pomegranate trees 
I see the swelling globes of gold; 
Through Jasmine vines I feel the breeze 
Trip like a cherub, silken-stoled; 
Magnolias loom 
With creamy clouds of bloom; 
With pining they are pale, my dear, 
But not more pale with pining than the one who waits you 
here. 

The orange fruit swings on the trees. 
The sprays of orange scent the air; 
Gold apples of Hesperides, 
I bring their blooms to wreathe your hair! 
Hark to the trill 
Of yon lone whip-poor-will, 
Reminding by his mournful tune. 

That Youth and Love and Joy must pass, so soon, so soon, 
so soon! 

The orange odors soon must faint. 
The lemon blossoms soon must die. 
The mocking-bird must end his plaint. 
Magnolias, fading, flutter by. 
Then come, sweet mate. 
Before it be too late! 
While Youth is blissful, Love divine, 
O maiden of the flower-like face, be mine, be mine, be 
mine! 
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MISSISSIPPI IN JUNE. 

THB blithe breezes croon through forests of June, 
And the swallows skim on through the sky; 
Then the goldfinch comes and the wild bee hums. 

While the martins go sailing on high. 
The indigo bird in the hedge is heard 

As he seeks for his sweetheart and sings, 
And the tanagers flush and the redbirds blush 
Like a flurry of tulips witb wings. 

The cotton-field heaves with its glossy green leaves. 

With its blossoms of crimson and cream. 
While the corn's sharp spears with their Juicy ears 

Arid their tassels of silk are astream. 
The cantaloupe swells, and the cantaloupe smells 

Ljke a gold-carven casket of musk; 
On the watermelon vine is a fiagon of wine 

In the rosy-red heart of the husk. 

The blackberries lush hang ripe on the bush 

Liike a gypsy girl's ebon-hued eyes, 
While the strawberry bed is sprinkled with red 

For the barefooted truant's surprise. 
The apricot glows like a yellow rose, 

And the apple a globule of gold. 
While the damson's dark blue and the cherry's red hue 

Stain the beak of the woodpecker bold. 

With pansies aglow, peonies ablow, 

Cometh June in her maidenhood sweet, 
And I see her glide where the crape myrtles bide 

With their petals as pink as her feet. 
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July Noontide. 

The magnolia bloom, like an ostrich plume, 
l8 arwaving to welcome the queen. 

And the iris rears through its serried spears 
Like a banner through bayonets keen. 



JULY NOONTIDE. 

IN Oriental Sultan, July comes 
In all the brilliance of barbaric state, 
While bumble bees and locusts beat their drums. 
And shrill grasshoppers at his call await. 

And like Sultanas listening for his tread, 
In gorgeous harems, splendid salvias flame; 

His marigolds, in yellow and in red. 
Put Sheba and Semiramis to shame. 

There, rank on rank, the bright geraniums bum 
With pungent, sultry, suffocating breath, 

And hardy buff and orange zinnias yearn 
To crown the Master with a gaudy wreath. 

Petunias, gamet-hued and white and pied. 
From dewy trumpets to the Caliph drink; 

Verbenas, closely clustered at their side. 
Weave him rich rugs in purple and in pink. 

Above the rest, slim oleanders rise 
Like rosy-footed dancers, full of grace. 

And passion flowers with their peacock eyes 
Climb on the wall, enrobed in azure lace. 
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July Noontide. 

The humming-bird, a corsair, flashes by, 
His ruby throat glows like a winged blush; 

The cockscomb, a muezzin there on high. 
Uplifts his turban, made of crimson plush. 

July strews watermelons by yon fence 
More luscious than mellifluous nectar old, 

Muskmelons with their fragrant frankincense. 
More tempting than Hesperian fruit of gold. 

Dewberries burst with black fermenting juice. 

While over-ripe raspberries fast decay. 
And, like freebooters in a field aloose. 

The hornets suck their sugary sweets away. 

We long to leave this surfeit of perfume. 
This glare of color and this blaze of heat, 

And tread by pools in leafy woodland gloom 
Through dewy grasses, with our cool bare feet. 

There we should see marsh lilies pure and white. 
And feathery ferns overhanging silver springs. 

Brooks bubbling through the mint, the grove's green night, 
And pale daturas, wan as mothy wings. 

The broad-leaved pawpaws with their green young fruit. 

Blue velvet ageratums by the streams. 
Tall cottonwoods and live oaks dark and mute. 

Would be our comrades, as we dozed in dreams. 

So, when with passion, human hearts may bum. 
And anger chokes the soul with dust and heat. 

To Contemplation's greenwoods we may turn. 
And see her lilies in their cool retreat. 
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AUGUST IN TENNESSEE. 



ALONG the ruBtic fences, hoary mulleins lift their 
heads. 
The pompous cornfield pumpkin, saffron-blossomed, 

sprawls and spreads; 
The orange-tinted love-vine weaves its tangled waxen 

maze; 
The wild peas, phlox and milkweed fringe the dusty coun- 
try ways. 

Like Autumn leaves are warblers, gray and dappled, red 

and brown; 
Like flying dandelions, bright goldflnches flutter down; 
The crimson grosbeak glimmers like a swirl of blushing 

snow; 
The purple bunting flutters like a flake of indigo. 

The woodbine sprays are twining in a red and yellow 
wreath; 

The heliotrope breathes odors like my sweetheart's gen- 
tle breath; 

Crape myrtles, blushing, flushing, imitate her cheeks aglow. 

And dahlias, wan and waxen, simulate her brows of snow. 

Blonde, moon-faced August, crowned with golden-clustered 

scuppemongs. 
Comes through the hazy harvest, greeted by the reapers' 

songs. 
And fills a beaded goblet at the quaint old cider mill. 
Where, in a creamy cascade, nectars trickle, ooze and 

spill. 
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September in Tennessee. 

I love to linger hidden where no sun-lance pierces through. 
Where clematis entangles with its billowy blooms of blue. 
Where hale Virginia creeper with the cool wistaria twines, 
Till noon is green as emerald in the night of verdant vines. 



But outside, purple pansies wither in the blinding heat. 
And fierce on whitened houses, furnace fervors blaze and 

beat; 
The thick madeira festoons, once so glossy, lush and 

strong, 
On parching porch and pillars creep with wilted sprays 

along. 



In August, all the summer seems to surfeit and to tire; 
In August, all emotions seem to crisp with scorching fire; 
In August, seem to vanish all the dew-crowned hopes of 

yore; 
In August, life grows real, and the old dreams come no 

more. 



SEPTEMBER IN TENNESSEE. 

THE sad September comes with asters in her auburn 
hair. 
Her lovely face transfigured with a gentle touch 

of care. 
With pale blue : o ning-glories, paler than her pale blue 

eyes, 
And pearly hillside hazes, dimmer than her dreamy skies. 
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September in Tennessee, 

She comes with cataracts of amber horeysuckles sweet. 

With golden-rods that powder all her garments and her 
feet. 

With humming-birds for heralds, all bedecked in starry 
scales, 

With glow of Jeweled armor, burnished throats and twink- 
ling tails. 

Amid her forest depths, like white-limbed giants in the 

land. 
The clean athletic sycamores in naked grandeur stand; 
And now the sweetgum overflows with aromatic drops, 
While pungent sassafras perfumes the bramble-tangled 

copse. 

Pecans on bending branches hang their wealth of clustered 

nuts. 
And chlnquepins and hazels ripen by the negro huts; 
The brown buckeyes are swelling, purple wild grapes 

swinging low. 
And sumach berries by the fence like blood-red torches 

glow. 

But now the year has lost the gladness of her girlhood 
time. 

And prose of homely Autumn follows Spring and Summer 
rhyme; 

Deserted by the song-birds, hang her melancholy bowers. 

And like a cobweb curtain swing her deathly-pale moon- 
flowers. 

The lonesome cat-tails quiver by the marsh's dreary wave. 
And nightshade sprays are rising by the proud peony's 
grave. 
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October in Tennessee 

Beneath the Summer blossoms that have withered into 

brown. 
Our bygone Summer blisses in the dust are trampled down. 

A smothered Desdemona, here the lily hangs her head. 
The iron-weed, a huge Othello, scowling by her bed; 
And, like a ghostly Romeo, calls a lonesome whip-poor-will 
To some forgotten Juliet in her grave on yonder hill. 

OCTOBER IN TENNESSEE. 

FAR, far away, beyond a hazy height. 
The turquoise skies are hung in dreamy sleep; 
Below, the fields of cotton, fleecy-white, 
Are spreading like a mighty flock of sheep. 

Now, like Aladdin of the days of old, 
October robes the weeds in purple gowns; 

He sprinkles all the sterile fields with gold. 
And all the rustic trees wear royal crowns. 

The straggling fences all are interlaced 
With pink and azure morning-glory blooms. 

The starry asters glorify the waste. 
While grasses stand on guard with pikes and plumes. 

Yet still amid the splendor of decay 

The chill winds call for blossoms that are dead. 
The cricket chirps for sunshine passed away. 

And lovely Summer songsters that have fled. 

And lonesome in a haunt of withered vines, 

Amid the flutter of her withered leaves. 
Pale Summer for her perished Kingdom pines, 

And all the glories of her golden sheaves. 
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Autumn in the South 

In vain October wooes her to remain 
Within the palace of his scarlet bowers, 

Bntreats her to forget her heart-break pain. 
And weep no more above her faded flowers. 

At last November, like a Conqueror, comes 
To storm the golden city of his foe; 

We hear his rude winds, like the roll of drums. 
Bringing their desolation and their woe. 

The sunset, like a vast vermilion flood. 
Splashes its giant glowing waves on high. 

The forest flames with foliage red as blood, 
A conflagration sweeping to the sky. 

Then all the treasures of that brilliant state 
Are gathered in a mighty funeral pyre; 

October, like a King resigned to fate, 
Dies in his forests, with their sunset flre. 



AUTUMN IN THE SOUTH. 

THIS livelong day I listen to the fall 
Of hickory nuts and acorns to the ground. 
The croak of rain-crows and the bluejay's call. 
The woodman's axe that hews 'with muffled sound 

And like a spendthrift in a threadbare coat 
That still retains a dash of crimson hue. 

An old woodpecker chatters forth a note 
About the better Summer days he knew. 
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Autumn in the South 

Across the road a ruined cabin stands. 
With ragweeds and with thistles at its door. 

While withered cypress vines hang tattered strands 
About its falling roof and rotting floor. 

In yonder forest nook no sound is heard 
Save when the walnuts patter on the earth, 

Or when by winds the hectic leaves are stirred 
To dance like witches in their maniac mirth. 

Down in the orchard hang the golden pears. 
Half honeycombed by yellow-hammer beaks; 

Near by, a dwarfed and twisted apple bears 
Its fruit, brown-red as Amazonian cheeks. 

The lonesome landscape seems as if it yearned 
Like our own aching hearts, when first we knew 

The one love of our life was not returned. 
Or first we found an old-time friend untrue. 

At last the night comes, and the broad white moon 
Is welcomed by the owl with frenzied glee; 

The fat opossum, like a satyr, soon 
Blinks at its light from yon persimmon tree. 

The raccoon starts to hear long-dreaded sounds. 
Amid his scattered spoils of rinened com — 

The cry of negroes and the yelp of hounds, 
The wild, rude pealing of a hunter' , horn. 

At last a gray mist covers all the land 
Until we seem to wander in a cloud, 

Far, far away upon some elfin strand 
Where Sorrow drapes us in a mildewed shroud. 
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December Twilight 

No voice is heard in field or forest nigh 
To break the desolation of the spell. 

Save one sad mocking-bird in boughs near by. 
Who sings like Tasso in his madman's cell; 

While one magnolia blossom, ghostly white. 
Like high-bom Leonora, lingering there. 

Haughty and splendid in the lonesome night, 
Is pale with passion in her dumb despair. 



DECEMBER TWILIGHT. 

FAR-OFF, in ashen-clouded skies 
The smouldering sunset faintly glows 
With pearly tints and crimson dyes. 

Like blushes on a fading rose. 
From cedar trees the snowbirds cry, ^ 

Their feathers ruffled in the cold; 
The shivering sheep-flocks gather nigh. 
Or straggle bleating to their fold. 

Chrysanthemums along the walks 

Their gorgeous bygone glories shed. 
And hang from black, decaying stalks 

Sprays yellow, purple, white and red. 
Their pungent fragrance as it dies 

Recalls the Springtime songs of old, \ 
Primroses under Summer skies. 

The Autumn orchard's mellow gold. 

And like an etching clearly traced 

In airy lines against the West, 
The fragile twigs are interlaced. 

Lifting a little shattered nest. 
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A Mississippi Swamp 

The glory of the gray-haired year 
Is ruined with December's blight. 

Like this frail nest that lingers here, 
Forsaken in the winter night. 



A MISSISSIPPI SWAMP. 

HERE in this sultry Summer afternoon 
The white light through the shade seems gloomy 
green ; 
Here lies, all motionless, the long lagoon. 
Through twilight where no sun is ever seen. 

What lonesomeness, what weight of solitude! 

As solemn as those far primeval days 
When earth was teeming with a giant brood. 

Still unprofaned by man's intrusive gaze. 

Huge turtles bask by yonder sluggish lake, 
A hoarse bull-frog is croaking on the bank. 

And like a jeweled necklace swings a snake 
From dead limbs where a fallen cypress sank. 

Here like a shipmast rooted in the soil, 

A sycamore defies the future gales; 
Gigantic grape-vines, twisting coil on coil. 

Have weaved his cordage and his mighty sails. 

A scarlet splash of color, here and there 
The trumpet-blossom's flag is all aflame; 

Beside this stream, the cardinal flowers glare 
Like eyes of tigers none can ever tame* 
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Vega 

Here a magnolia with resplendent buds 
Seems a green billow strewing peerless pearls, 

Or bearing flocks of swans on emerald floods, 
A-flutter in a maze of snowy swirls. 

The sluggish waters, green with curdled scum, 

Are glorified by lilied robes of white— 
Lilies so pure, so lovely, that they come 

Like myriad moons In some enchanted night 

The purple bunting that Is glinting by 
Seems like a pansy that can soar and sing; 

The scarlet tanager that flutters nigh 
Seems like a poppy warbling on the wing. 

The redbird, like a crimson shooting star, 

Bums on the vision with a blaze intense; 
And, like two jeweled daggers, from afar 

Two humming-birds pierce through the shadows dense. 

The yellow-hammer for a moment glints, 

A golden-breasted, dotted Autumn leaf; 
The oriole, in black and orange tints. 

Glows through the greenwood like a flaming sheaf. 

The hermlt-trush, that forest Hamlet, sings. 

Asking the old, old questions, ever new. 
Yet still unanswered by created things, 

And hid forever out of i?ior> ii \ > - 



VEGA. 

ON Vega, lovely Eden of the skies. 
The flelds are flecked with lilies pure as snow; 
Bedecked with diamond crowns, the peaks arise 
With white rose-garden valleys far below. 
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Vega 

That realm Is wrapt in everlasting peace, 

Its glory never sullied by a cloud; 
May mornings of its ages never cease, 

Its life is never shadowed by a shroud. 

There, like a flock of swans, the seraphs throng 
A-flutter on their spotless wings of white; 

No anguish mars the sweetness of their song; 
Their day is never menaced by the night. 

Among them there is not an aching breast, 

For vain emotions they are far above; 
No thrill of passion can disturb their rest. 

And not one heart has felt the pangs of love. 

In ages past, I, too, have trod those heights. 
And plucked white violets of those virgin vales. 

Have soared with seraphs in ecstatic flights, 
And wandered with them in those dreamy dales. 

But I have fallen from that high estate. 

Because I loved as mortal man may love; 
So, banished here, repining at my fate, 

I gaze in sorrow at that star above. 

And so on earth, I wander all alone 

When Springtime hopes and Summer dreams have fled. 
While winds of Autumn, dead-leaf laden, moan 

Where one I loved is lying with the dead. 

Tet I have known the transcendental thrill 

Of loving, and of feeling love returned. 
Have known that love which God's own laws instil. 

For which the gentle heart of Jesus yearned. 
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Arcturus ' 

And though I tread no diamond-dazzling height, 

I clasp Love's bosom, thrilled with burning bliss, 
And I, though losing lilied fields of white. 

Have given and received a lover's kiss. 

So while I tread bereft through Winter snows. 

And lose my throne for all eternity; 
While serpah comrades shun me in my woes, 

I wonder if they do not envy me. 

ARCTURUS. 

ONE night I lay within a prison cell. 
Disgraced, condemned, devoured by burning shame. 
Bearing with blushes a dishonored name; 
Both Hope and Pride had heard their funeral knell. 
And I was crushed with woes no tongue could tell. 
Then through the sombre skies Arcturus came; 
He tinged my iron bars with crimson flame, 
And on my tears his radiant jewels fell. 

So then I ceased to beat against my bars, 
And bowed my head beneath the chastening rod. 
How petty seem to thee our woes and wars. 
How short the griefs of children of the sod, 
Arcturus, emperor of a million stars, 
Arcturus, everlasting son of God. 



THE CATBIRDS. 

I. 

1 BREATHE the subtle Springtime air 
And hear the blue-gray catbirds there. 
The gypsies of the April day 
Whose carols drive my cares away. 
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Sunset in Tennessee 

The red-buds glow like red-cloud skies. 
The bluets mock my sweetheart's eyes. 
And plum-tree thickets' tangled bowers 
Bestrew my path with snowy showers. 



II. 



"Come, lover, come!" the catbirds sing, 
"Sigh not in lonely wandering; 
Have courage, and the deed is done. 
For any maiden may be won. 

"Woo not a lassie with your tears. 
Vex not a damsel with your fears; 
To him who falters she is cold ; 
She loves a lover who is bold. 

III. 

"Beg not a maiden for a kiss. 
But take by force your rightful bliss; 
Turn not for any false alarms, 
But seize her in your tyrant arms. 

"Though she be rich and you be poor, 
Knock bravely at her Being's door; 
If she refuse when this is done. 
She is not worthy to be won.' 
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SUNSET IN TENNESSEE. 

IN Tennessee, the ancient mountains stand. 
Guarding the green fields to the far, far west, 
The Mississippi folds her further strand. 
And all her hills and plains and valleys rest. 
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A Night in June 

In Tennessee, the sunset lingers long, 
Till shades of twilight gather near and far. 

And now is heard the home-bound negroes' song, 
The mock-bird's trill beneath the evening star. 

In Tennessee, the friends I used to know 
Gather in scenes I loved in bygone days. 

By hearthstones where I lingered long ago. 
Before I trod these far-off Northern ways. 

I wonder if those old-time boyhood friends 
Will sometimes wish to see my face once more. 

Or if they miss me when the daylight ends. 
And long to greet me as in years of yore. 

In Tennessee, there is a lass I know. 
Who trod beside me under skies of May, 

Whose coming steps would set my heart aglow. 
Whose smile would make me happy all the day. 

I wonder if she ever feels regret 

For happy moments that she spent with me. 
And longs to see, when suns of Autumn set, 

Her old-time lover, there in Tennessee. 



A NIGHT IN JUNE. 

LUCY, my sweet, as we went last night 
Down the garden walks in the moon's white light; 
As a startled thrush from the peach trees flew. 
And you plucked a rose that was decked with dew; 
As the mock-bird sang to the evening star 
And the sheep-bells clinked in the folds afar. 
The words that you spoke were sweeter in spell 
Than moonbeams or dews or bird-song or bell. 
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A Night in June 

Lucy, my own, as the roses blushed, 

As the cannas flamed and the dahlias flushed; 

As the lily arose in her snowy gown, 

You trembled, my lass, with your eyes cast down. 

Peonies in pink and purple and white 

Were watching your face in the silvery light; 

They listened and smiled and nodded, my sweet. 

As though they had heard your timid heart beat. 

Lucy, my queen, as the dewdrops fell, 

And the whip-poor-will called in the tangled dell; 

As the honeysuckles twined and the honeysuckles 

trailed. 
And from golden blooms their odors exhaled; 
Like a king who comes to his rightful throne, 
I clasped you and kissed you, my sweet, my own; 
Then the roses turned in amaze untold 
To think that a lover could be so bold. 

Lucy, my bride, in that ardent kiss 

We were bom again, to a life of bliss; 

Tet glory and gladness were blended with gloom. 

And thistle and thorn with the bridal bloom; 

For we breathed not vows to last for a day. 

But Passion that never should pass away; 

Our hearts, lives and souls with our hands we gave 

From gardens of youth to gates of the grave. 

Lucy, my life, when the morning came 
With its golden spears and its banners of flame. 
In purple and pearl and orange and red. 
Its dews were not light as my Joyous tread. 
For after that morning had passed away. 
And after my locks are sprinkled with gray. 
When lovers unborn by my grave tread alone, 
No night like that night shall ever be known. 
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THE ROUND OF THE YEAR. 

I DREAM of you, sweet. 
When the Indigo birds, like blossoms of purple, are 
floating through skies of Spring, 
And the new- wakened thrashers in crimson and orange 

clusters of cross-vine sing; 
When the doves in the pink peach orchards woo and coo 

in a dream of blissful love, 
And the locust Is bending with branches of creamy butter- 
fly blooms above. 



I pine for you, sweet, 

When the black and scarlet tanagers come from the South 
to feed on the golden bees. 

And with sharp, sweet cider is dripping the mill that is 
under the apple trees; 

When the barefooted boy of the farmer surprises the field- 
lark on her nest. 

And the quails are a-skimming close over the wheat-field's 
palpitant, hazy breast. 



I sigh for you, sweet. 

When the Autumn's red leaves are fiitting like frolicsome 
red birds round and around. 

And the bronze-red pears and the golden quinces are scat- 
tered and strewn on the ground; 

When the wild bees treasure in oak-tree hollows for the 
Winter their brown honeycombs. 

And the goldfinches, false Summer friends, have fled afar 
to their tropical homes. 
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By the Summer Sea. 

I love you, my sweet, 

When the keen white diamond star of eve is on high in 

the clear cold skies of blue. 
And the haggard forest trees are lonesome and leafless 

and lifeless through and through; 
When the snow storm comes like a flock of swans from 

the far, far Kingdom of the Grail, 
And the Earth, a bride in a fleld of lilies, decks with a 

moon-white gown and veil. 



BY THE SUMMER SEA. 

FAR in the distance meet the sky and sea. 
And melt together in an azure haze. 
As dim and dreamy as eternity, 
With vast void spaces lost in mellow maze. 

The white-winged ships are flitting far away. 
The white-winged gulls are circling there on high; 

snowy wings, I long to leave this clay. 
And follow, follow you through sea and sky! 

Warm breezes from the far-off tropics blow. 
The sunlight shimmers on the brilliant beach, 

Until the Eve^ with blushes all aglow, 
Is mellow as a pink and yellow peach. 

1 watch the billows with their emerald glooms, 
Forever restless, rushing on and on. 

The breakers beating like an eagle's plumes — 
Wild beings, hunting peace forever gone! 
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Southern Love Song 

Here, wading with their pink and pearly feet. 
The beautiful barefooted children play; 

Their faces, like their Joya, are fresh and sweet — 
Blonde childhood in a blonde midsummer day! 

Their life is laughter, and their love is bliss. 
Free from regret for perished years of yore. 

Their world is one great blossom, youth a kiss. 
Ere storms shall thunder, ''Fled forevermore! 

I watch them, pensive, till the day is done. 
And melancholy twilight follows noon. 

Till, like a blood-red tulip, sinks the sun. 
And like a snow-white lily comes the moon. 
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SOUTHERN LOVE SONG. 

LUCY, my lass, when the Jasmine blows. 
And the dogwood decks in his blossomy snows; 
When the daffodil's flag in the breeze unfurls. 
And the cherry is flecked with a frost of pearls; 
When the redblrd soars and the bluebird sings. 
And the buff meadowlark through the broomsedge wings; 
When the tanager flits like a flame above, 
I think of you ever, my lassie, my love. 

Lucy, my lass, in the summer's heat. 
When the sun-rays flash in the golden wheat; 
When I hear the call of the far-off quail; 
When I see the swirl of the scythe and flail; 
When the cricket chirps in the long lush grass. 
And the zinnia glows like a shield of brass; 
When the blue haze . hangs on the dreamy hill. 
My Lucy, my lassie, I am faithful still. 
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The Old Love and the New 

Lucy, my lass, when the asters shine. 

And the muscadine hangs on its glossy vine; 

When the golden-rod sets all the fields afire. 

And the sad wind sighs like a lover's lyre; 

When the sumach robes in velvet of red, 

And the purple and gold of the woods are shed; 

When the south-winged cranes fleck the evening sky. 

My lassie, my Lucy, I wish you were nigh. 

Lucy, my lass, when the snow-flakes come. 
And the blooms are dead and the birds are dumb; 
When forests and fields are sullied with blight, 
And the chill clouds spread in the winter night; 
When the youth and joy of the year have sped. 
And its royal hopes and its dreams have fled, 
Tou come unto me like a darling dove. 
And I welcome you gladly, Lucy, my love. 



THE OLD LOVE AND THE NEW. 

TONIGHT I see you, Alice, in your silk rose-colored 
gown, 
A spray of white narcissus in your hair of burnished 

brown; 
I see your dazzling diamonds with their meteoric dyes. 
Your necklace and your bracelet, with their splendid ser- 
pent eyes. 

I hear the music throbbing in a strong, triumphant strain. 
Like victor hymns in battle, shouting over foemen slain, 
I see wine-glasses bubbling with the vintages of old. 
The brown topaz of sherries and the champagne's shimmer- 
ing gold. 
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The Old Loz'c and the Neiv 

I hear the sweep of satins throii£:h illnminated halls, 
I see the oleanders, ferns and palm-trees hy the walls; 
I see the dancers dancing to melodious music there. 
And see the orchids nodding in the sweetly-scented air. 

But I remember, Alice, you were lovelier to my sight, 
A little country maiden, in your simple frock of white, 
And I remember how I called you "fairest of the fair," 
When first I saw you, Alice, with a wild-rose in your hair. 

Do you remember, Alice, how I loved you in those days. 
Tour bashful, big boy lover, with his awkward, rustic ways? 
Do you remember how I spent the day in gusty sighs, 
Tet never dared to tell you, nor to look you in the eyes? 

Do you remember how I climbed Vie tree to please your 
whim, 

To rob the nest of bluejays anchored on a swinging limb? 

Do you remember how you begged me then to spare the 
nest. 

Because the startled mother seemed so very much dis- 
tressed? 

Have you forgotten how the brambles pricked me through 

and through. 
When plucking big blackberries just to offer them to you? 
Then doffing shoes and stockings, bearing you across the 

creek, 
I thrilled to feel the pressure of the velvet of your cheek? 

Have you forgotten how your rustic lover, growing bold. 
Had blurted his confession with a warmth of words untold. 
And then protested you had made him happiest in the land, 
And, growing ever bolder, dared at last to kiss your hand? 
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Edith Adair 

Ah, Alice, since those summers wealth has come to yours 

and you. 
While I am still the same unlucky fellow that you knew; 
I can't expect you, Alice, to remember those old days, 
For you and I are facing at the parting of the ways. 



But now you come to greet me, as you came in other 

times, — 
The sweet old-fashioned moments, rippling by like runes 

and rhymes. 
You say you still remember? That you can not change 

at all? 
Ah, Alice, Love is waiting, and will come if you but call! 



I loved you, little Alice, as you romped through fields of 

green, 
I love you, stately Alice, as you tread a peerless queen; 
And so, my Alice, I am happiest lover in the land 
To steal behind these orchids, where I boldly kiss your 

hand. 



EDITH ADAIR. 

E^ DITH ADAIR, as I went to-day 
^ Down the long green lane, through the wildwoods 
gay, 
By the hawthorn hedge, with its buds of white, 
And the old oak tree on the breezy height; 
As I walked through flelis where the blackberries grow, 
And the pink peach blooms from the orchards blow. 
When songs of the thrush were loud in the air, 
I remembered you ever, Edith Adair. 
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Edith Adair 

Edith Adair^ I remember still 
The long green lane and the oak on the hill; 
I remember the songs and skies of Spring, 
And the pink peach blooms, the birds on the wing; 
I remember the thrushes in boughs above, 
Who listened like you, to my words of love; 
I remember the flush of your face so fair 
When you said that you loved me, Edith Adair. 

Edith Adair, that was long ago. 
Ere youth and ere love lost their gladsome glow; 
You said you were true, but you turned at last, 
And left me to brood on the perished past. 
The hawthorn hedge is as lovely as then. 
The thrush sings as sweet in the dewy glen, 
The sky is as blue, the flowers as fair. 
But you have forsaken me, Edith Adair. 

Edith Adair, as you pass me by 

With a haughty brow and averted eye. 

You scorn the poor lover of long ago 

Who plods the rough road with his footsteps slow; 

As you ride away in your silken gown. 

As the diamonds flash in your tresses brown. 

You taunt me with gold and with Jewels rare — 

The price of your perfidy, Edith Adair. 

Edith Adair, you can not forget 

The peach trees' blooms on the day that we met; 

How, when under the Springtime skies of blue, 

You promised your lover to still be true; 

You can not forget that under the mQon, 

With the buds and blooms and the mock-bird's tune, 

I gathered you close in my strong arms' snare. 

And I kissed you, apg kissed you, Eclith Adair. 
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Beautiful Jean 

Edith Adair, though my soul may pine. 
While your hand is his, your heart is yet mine; 
Though you hide your thoughts with a woman's skill, 
I know — ^yes, I know — that you love me still! 
Though you laugh and laugh in pretended glee, 
I know that your heart turns ever to me; 
You remember all, you sigh with despair; 
For you can not forget me, Edith Adair! 



BEAUTIFUL JEAN. 

BEAUTIFUL JEAN, when the Springtime comes, 
And the gold-belted bee in the locust hums; 
When in billows of pink the peach-bloom blows. 
And apple and plum scatter swirls of snows; 
When the scarlet wreath of the cross-vine swings. 
And the blue-bell there in the garden rings. 
No blossom may glow through the world of green 
As fair as your face, my beautiful Jean. 

Beautiful Jean, when the poppies burn, 
And the grapes into gold and purple turn; 
When the ferns droop low by the woodland stream. 
And the gray dove cooes in a blissful dream; 
When the rippling wheat hides the partridge nest, 
And the trumpet-flower flaunts with his flaming crest; 
No charm of the Summer gives soul to the scene 
As your sweet, sweet smile, my beautiful Jean. 

Beautiful Jean, when the asters blaze, ' . 
And the gentians glow by the country ways; 
When the maples flush with a royal red, 
Where the broken heart of the Autumn bled; 
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Geraldine Gray 

When the chill dews weep at the close of day 
For glory of earth that is passing away, 
Your heart is aglow in a tropic sheen. 
Forsaking me not, my beautiful Jean. 

Beautiful Jean, when the north-wind blows. 

And the desolate fields are forsaken to snows; 

When the dead branch waves in the dull gray glooms. 

And the leaves are all laid in their chilly tombs; 

When the lilies lift in their pride no more. 

And the roses all are a dream of yore, 

You reign in my heart, my princess, my Queen, 

Through storm and through snow, my beautiful Jean. 



GERALDINE GRAY. 

GBRALDINE GRAY, by your ruined home 
The negroes build huts and the gypsies roam; 
The cattle browse there by its quiet streams, 
And the truant treads with his school-boy dreams; 
In its gnarled old elms the woodpeckers call. 
And its rotting plums and apricots fall; 
The lilies decay in its shattered urns, 
And overgrown weeds choke the fountain's ferns. 

Geraldine Gray, on your lonesome grave 
The brambles entwine and the grasses wave; 
The roses that grew by your headstone low 
Have withered and died in the long ago, 
Wliile the marble wreath and the marble cross 
Are cankered and green and mottled with moss. 
Birds sing overhead, but they do not care 
For the beautiful being who slumbers there. 
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Geraldine Gray 

Geraldine Gray, in the years of yore 
You have loved me much, but amhitlon more; 
You sought to restore the fortune and fame 
Of your falling house and your old-time name; 
You sought after wealthy but I had no gold 
To bring back the pride, the pleasures of old. 
You watched your old home in its slow decay; 
For its sake you were false, O Geraldine Gray. 

Geraldine Gray, when you broke your vow, 
I whispered to you, "How I hate you now! 
I will tread far lands, I will gather gold, 
I will harden my heart, be crafty and cold; 
I will sweat and starve, I will stint and save. 
All dangers will dare, all buffets will brave. 
I will then return, and will laugh to see 
How you long, too late, to return to me! 
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Geraldine Gray, through sun after sun 
I digged and I toiled till the fight was won; 
And so from afar in that stranger land 
I brought all the gold a prince could command. 
Then I came to look in your face once more. 
In triumph, revenge, for the wrongs of yore; 
But at length, as I reached your ruined hall. 
I staggered aghast, and I knew it all. 

Geraldine Gray, at whatever cost. 
You had vowed to win, but at last you lost. 
You plotted, you schemed, every art you tried; 
Defeated, heart-broken, despairing, yoii died. 
And then, as the mist crept over the lea. 
As the moon, like a ghost, rose over the sea. 
As the chill dank dews in your churchyard lay, 
I knew I still loved you, Geraldine Gray. 
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MARY OF J0NE8BURQ. 

O BEAUTIFUL Mary of Joneeburg town. 
With your dusky locks and your eyes of brown, 
You come like a breath of the country air 
From the cotton- and corn-fields oyer there, 
In the good old hills of West Tennessee; 
So blithesome and bright, so fresh and so free. 
As the queen of belles I vote you a crown, 

beautiful Mary of Jonesburg town. 

Mary of Jonesburg^ I can see there still 
The Methodist church on the old green hlU; 
Then the wood where the redbird rears his crest, 
And the fence where the bluebird builds his nest 

1 see the school-house In the field of sedge. 
And the old sa\v-mill on the village's edge 
Where the Democrats come from the country down 
To carry the box of your Jonesburg town. 

Mary of Jonesburg, though your frock be plain. 
You never know need of a sweeping train. 
Your laughter, as light as a cat-bird's call; 
Your sighing, as soft as a peach-bloom's fall; 
Your cheeks, as ruddy as apples in June, 
Have thrilled my old heart-strings back into tune. 
No duchess so fair in her silken gown 
As beautiful Mary of Jonesburg town. 

Mary of Jonesburg, here in New York town 
I long for your smile and your eyes of brown. 
Though free-silver rules in the Jonesburg fold. 
Your heart, I am sure, is a heart of gold- 

126 



Genevieve Mar 

Though I see Wall Street, or on Broadway tread, 
I find your enchantments have turned my 'head. 
And my heart steals back, to be there cast down 
At the feet of Mary of Jonesburg town. 



GENEVIEVE MAR. 

GENEVIEVE MAR, by the Autumn sea. 
Where the billows break and the shadows flee; 
Where the shells are cast on the shifting sands. 
And the curlews flit from their unknown lands; 
Where the light-house glares on the jutting cape, 
And the gray sky sweeps to the gray landscape, 
I know you remember your lover afar. 
With a lead-laden heart, O Genevieve Mar. 

Genevieve Mar« as the ravens call. 

And the peach is a-mould by the orchard wall; 

As the dead leaves flit on the misty air, 

And the oak and elm are lonesome and bare; 

As the raincloud comes, and the daylight dies. 

And the dead grass waves, and the north wind sighs. 

Your heart is adrift like a shattered spar. 

And your soul is a wreck, O Genevieve Mar. 

Genevieve Mar, when the Autumn comes. 
And the billows boom like a throb of drums, 
The weeds that have grown in depths of the seas 
Turn purple and brown like boughs of the trees. 
So down in your heart the Joys of the past 
Are withered and sere and sullied at last; 
The Autumn has come over breaker and bar. 
Breathing death to your dreams, O Genevieve Mar. 
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Homer 

Genevieve Mar, you remember one 
Who txod by your side in the April sun; 
He gave you his life when he gave you his love, 
Then you cast him aside like an outworn glove. 
But you longed at last for days that were dea^. — 
Ah, you can not win Love when his Summer has fled ! 
Too late! for your heart is seared with a scar. 
On your soul is a blight, O Genevieve Mar. 



HOMER. 

WHAT earthly King who envies not my cane? 
What century shall behold my honor dim? 
As virile and as vigorous is my fame 
As when mankind first heard my morning hymn. 

Caesar has come, has conquered, passed away; 

Young Alexander's empire is a dream; 
Napoleon shared my sceptre for a day, 

Then saw the 'snapping of his r obweb scheme. 

But I, who living begged my daily bread. 
Found death the gateway to a golden throne; 

I rule the living, though they call me dead. 
And ^ime to me is but a term unknown. 

I see new poets come to take my place; 

They can not lift my lance or bend my bow; 
If in their lines be loveliness or grace, 

I said the same three thousand years ago. 

So Babylon and Nineveh have gone. 

While I rejoice in everlasting day; 
Paris, Manhattan, London, had their dawn. 

And I shall see their splendor fade away. 
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A Portrait of Henry Tivtrod 

The dear old gods I knew in ancient days. 
Of Egypt and Assyria, Greece and Rome, 

Have lost their crowns, and strange new idols gaze 
Across the desert and the ocean foam. 

The golden-haired Apollo is no more. 
But songs I sang him still have power to thrill; 

Though Pallas pass, I keep my strength of yore; 
Great Pan is dead, but I am living still. 

Lo, by the^ everlasting throne of God 

Sits Gabriel with his trumpet in his hand. 

Waiting that far, far day, when sea and sod 
Give up their dead, before that Judge to stand. 

Not till that trumpet bids the sun grow black, 
Shall breath of God blow out my radiant flame; 

Not till the earth shall wander from her track. 
And there is no more sea, shall die my name. 



A PORTRAIT OF HENRY T^MROD. 

STRANGE eyes gaze sadly from that weary face. 
Beneath a brow that shows the seal of care; 
Defeat and Disappointment leave their trace 
Upon the youthful visage pictured there. 

The same old story here is handed down — 
The true-bom poet and the same old doom — 

The bard who starves while rhymesters wear the crown. 
Who finds his throne erected in a tomb. 

Gone are the glories of your halcyon days. 
Gone are the heroes whom you sung of yore; 

Their banners in the skies no longer blaze, 
Their fervent shouts are stilled forevermore. 
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Ode 

No more their white steeds paw the bloody field. 
No more their trumpets rouse the raptured soul. 

No more their ranks In fiery fight are wheeled. 
No more their drums like sullen thunders roll. 

Yet as I view your old-time picture, all 

The proud past blossoms, though your day has fled; 
Once more I hear your Stuart's battle-call. 

And see your Stonewall rising from the dead. 

I see their blazoned banners float like flre, 

I hear their shouts sweep down the perished years; 

I hear once more the throbbing of your lyre, 
Bcstatic with a nation's hopes and fears. 

And foes with friends now come to honor you, 
O poet, free from blemish and from blame. 

A wreath is yours as long as men are true. 
As long as Courage wins the crown of Fame. 



ODE. 
FOR CHARTER DAY— NEW YORK, MAY 4, 1898. 

O GIANT Empress of the Western World, 
Crown princess of the hopes of humankind, 
What brilliant banners have thy sons unfurled 

What gladsome garlands have thy daughters twined! 
Resplendent at thy gateway of the sea. 

Thou boldest in thy hand the torch of Truth, 
The greatest of the cities yet to be. 
In Oriental glory of thy youth. 
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Ode 

The ancient East brings tribute unto thee. 

The pearls of Ceylon, spice of Hindu groves. 
The silks of China, gums of Araby, 

The dates of Syria and Sumatra cloves. 
France greets thee with the violet of her vines, 

And England with the fleeces of her looms; 
Here palms of Cuba blend with Norway pines. 

And Greenland furs with Ethiopian plumes. 

Tet all these glorious gifts shall pass away. 

Like Tyrian silver, Carthaginian gold. 
And in some dim and undiscovered day 

Like fairy stories shall thy deeds be told. 
In that far future none shall tribute bring, 

And none shall stand amazed before thy powers, 
No poet shall thy strength and splendor sing. 

No monarch tremble at thy haughty towers. 

So, stately city, ere thy youth be past. 

Let Goodness be thy daughter, Truth thy son; 
Let Beauty be thy priestess to the last, 

Thy house their temple till the day is done. 
Then in thy strength do deeds that can not die. 

Win honors that shall never pass their noon; 
Let Art unite with Love to rear on high 

A palace like a lily 'neath the moon. 

Lo! in thy million homes this very night, 

God sees thy children shed a flood of tears; 
He sees the hungry stranger's piteous plight. 

And sees thee pass them by with deafened ears. 
Though thou art rich, thine orphans cry for bread. 

Thy widows in their anguish weep aloud. 
Thy wayward sons without thy palace tread. 

Thine erring daughters flnd thee cold and proud. 
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Union Square 

Take these upon their bosom, bind their wounds. 

And let thy boast be through the coming years, 
"No man was ever hungry in my bounds. 

No woman wept, but that I dried her tears." 
So then, O princess, bring thy cruse of oil. 

Like Mary, in her day of dark despair, 
And wash His feet from dust of travel-toil. 

And dry them with the tresses of thy hair. 

'Then let years die and generations pass. 

Thy temples totter, palaces decay. 
Though these may perish like the Summer grass. 

Thy greater glory shall not fade away. 
For thou Shalt raise an altar on this sod, 

Triumphant over funeral torch and bell, 
O peerless daughter of the living God! 

O heroine who withstood the hosts of hell! 



UNION SQUARE. 

I WATCH the water lilies in this pond. 
The white, the blue, the yellow and the red, 
The sparrow tripping on their pads beyond, 
And splashing dewdrops on his wings and head. 

The lotus, like a Cleopatra there, 
Reveals a bosom with a roseate glow. 

As in her gorgeous old Egyptian lair 
She fascinated heroes long ago. 

Adown the walk a throng of children goes 
With dewy eyes a-peep through hazy curls. 

When years are poems, every month a rose. 
All Tnorns are rubies and all noons are pearls. 
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Union Square 

Around these seats I see a motley crowd 
Of listless loungers, miserable and low. 

With backs bent double, wrinkled faces bowed. 
Or, aimless, straggling by with footsteps slow. 

With corncob pipes, these old men mumbling sit. 
Forsaken, friendless, waiting but for death. 

When, like the dead leaves that around them flit. 
They fall to be forgotten in a breath. 

And here a hard-faced girl reclines alone. 
Dreaming of dead days with their holy calm. 

Before her happy heart was turned to stone, 
And slumber to her spirit brought no balm. 

Here the young poet, once a farmer-boy. 
Who with -glad heart unto the city came. 

Sees manhood years his high-bom hopes destroy. 
And slay his dreams of fortune and of fame. 

When night descends, electric argent lamps. 
Like radiant cactus blossoms blaze on high; 

The city seems a world of war-like camps, 
While Broadway with his legions thunders by. 

In gilt play-houses hundreds sigh to see 
The mimic woes of actors on the stage. 

But not one tear for actual grief shall be, 
The snares for childhood or the pangs of age. 

Around this Square rich men and women ride. 
Bedizened creatures in their fashion flaunt, 

While this starved outcast, planning suicide, 
Steals back to perish in his dismal haunt. 
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A Street in the Slums 

Strange, while Is known so well the sparrow's fall, 
Man heeds not when his brother's plaint Is made; 

Strange, that the brightest, whitest light of all 
Should cast the deepest and the darkest shade! 

But still the world denies its helping hand 
To those most worthy of its love and care. 

If Christ returned to-night, he too would stand 
Homeless and friendless, here on Union Square. 



A STREET IN THE SLUMS. 

I SLOWLY wander through the crowded street 
And see the people swarming on my way. 
Hear clatter of their hundred thousand feet, 
And watch their faces, stolid, grave or gay. 

And there are children, children everywhere; 

Some sprawl before you, some go running by. 
Some shouting here while some are singing there. 

The elders laughing as the youngsters cry. 

Their hands and faces all are soiled and smeared. 
Brown, naked, muddy all their legs and feet; — 

Toung savages in city cellars reared. 
The gypsies and the Tartars of the street. 

A crowd of buxom, ruddy-vis aged girls 
In saucy gladness down the sidewalk comes; — 

Doves of the alleys, hovel-hidden pearls. 
The roses and the lilies of the slums. 
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A Retrospect 

A proud young mother, nursing twins, sits there, 
One at her breast, one fallen fast asleep; 

A tall policeman treads with lordly air. 
As though the kingdoms all were in his keep. 

Down there, a beggar's old hand-organ squeaks. 
Fruit venders, unshaved peddlers standing nigh; 

The freckled newsboy runs and calls and shrieks. 
Street-cleaners, porters, bootblacks plodding by. 

Here, wearing ear-ring hoops of solid gold, 

A rich Italian matron goes in black. 
And here, a toothless, bearded beldame old 

Bends with the burden on her crooked back. 

I watch the old Jew in his clothing shop, 
The curious sign in Hebrew at the door; 

I see him call his country friends to stop 
And view the untold wonders of his store. 

And last I note the old primeval curse 
That comes to all, in squalor and in state; 

That small white coffin yonder in the hearse 
Leaves one more shabby home disconsolate. 



A RETROSPECT. 

AT THE ELEVATED RAILROAD STATION. 

ALONE amid this noisy mob tonight. 
Elbowed and jostled, crowded, pushed aside. 
Somehow I think of you, far from my sight. 
You whom I knew so well in days that died. 
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A Retrospect 

Do you reproach me, since my heart seems cold. 
And silent lips in pain and pride are curled. 

That now I seem to lose the warmth of old. 
And tread a stranger to my boyhood world? 

Do I regret you? O, you know full well 
How I would gladly come to seek you, sweet, 

The old love stories in your ears to tell. 
And hold your hand while nestling at your feet. 

Ah, once again to feel the old-time thrills. 
The sweet, sharp poignancy of perished bliss. 

With veins a-gush like purple winepress rills, 
The whole world concentrating in a kiss! 

I see blue skies, the hills in dreamy haze; 

The trills of thrushes pierce ecstatic air; 
I sigh with sweetness of your gentle gaze. 

And, trembling, twine white lilies in your hair. 

But Fate has parted us; our dreams must die; 

Where Duty calls me, there my feet must go. 
This rumbling railroad station, perched on high, 

Brings back to mind the Real World below. 

Like blood-red poppies sown through twinkling wheat. 
The city lamps are flickering from afar; 

A fiery serpent, sweeps a curving street. 
And like a jeweled beetle creeps a car. 

And mute above, I see the secret stars. 
The Greater Bear beyond the Northern Crown, 

Below me, raging at his iron bars. 
The Flaming Dragon of the sleepless Town; 
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THE SWAN OF THE SLUMS. 

ALONE in the depths of the grimy town 
I hasten along as the sun goes down; 
Strange jargons I hear, strange faces I meet 
In the motley crowds of the swarming street. 
By the loathsome dives, by the dismal dens, 
Where the castaways throng in their festering fens. 
Where the reeking slums like a cancer spread, 
I am sick of heart and dizzy of head. 

Hovels on hovels in the byways scowl. 
Blister on blister through the alleys foul! 
Here the peddler yells and the fakir shrieks. 
And the footpad lurks, the shoplifter sneaks. 
Here the burglar scowls and the ruffian skulks 
In the cellars and stairs of the rotting hulks; 
Here the knife-grinder goes with his bells a-ring. 
And the wounded thief with his arm in a sling. 

Here the venders stand with their butter and eggs, 

And their pungent cheese and their mackerel kegs; 

Here are cheap Junk stores, here are baker shops. 

Where the beggar, half -starved, turns a-gazing, and stops. 

Here alone at last, in the reeking slums. 

As the daylight dies and the darkness comes, 

A girl I behold, who is wondrous fair. 

With her white-rose face and her bright brown hair. 

O maiden so pure, so lovely, so white. 
As you stand alone in the coming night, 
How came you, my cnlld, in your peerless grace. 
To the shame and sin of this putrid place? 
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Alone in New York 

Around you, the dark is a dismal pall. 
But in heart and soul it is darkest of all; 
O damsel so fair, by what demon spell 
Have you sunk so low, in these dens to dwell? 

» i i I ■ .. - , f •' 1 ,-. • ' 

In another life, and in perished hours, 

A lady, you reigned in your castle towers; 

Love brought you his bliss and pierced you with pain 

As a princess there in the courts of Spain. 

You have made kings bleed, made the kingdoms quake. 

While the heroes fought and fell for your sake; 

In another life, like a strange romance, 

Tou have lived and died as the queen of France. 

But you rose again from your dusty tomb. 

And this, lovely child, is your dreadful doom; 

And you come like a dream on your delicate feet 

To tread through the mud of this loathsome street. 

So, marvelous maid, you are here from afar, 

A lily, a dove, a swan, and a star; 

And the maiden moon in the sky looks down 

On the maiden moon in the grimy town. 



ALONE IN NEW YORK. 

FAR from familiar old-time haunts I tread. 
Far from remembered scenes of Tennessee; 
A wilderness of walls I see instead, 
A surging ocean of humanity. 

For leafy woods are piles of brick and stone; 

For grassy fields a million roofs arise; 
For crooning winds, I hear the cable's groan; 

For lowing herds^ I hear the huckster's cries. 
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Alone in New York 

No mocking-bird id singing to tlie breeze — 
I liear the roll of wagon wheels instead. 

An iron eagle in his iron trees. 
The engine thunders swooping overhead. 

Within the city park the sparrow cheeps. 

Consoling for the warble of a thrush; 
Mechanic fountains make mechanic leaps 

To imitate the mountain torrent's rush. 

The stiff, ungraceful walks, prim flower-beds. 
Show gaudy clumps of yellow, red, or green; 

The trim-clipped hedges lift their tawdry heads 
To vie with tangled wildwoods I have seen. 

But here I came for sake of you, my Art, 

As I had promised in the long ago. 
To follow you with ever-loyal heart, 

Though fame and fortune I might never know. 

And though I tread alone, I feel your hand 

Slip into mine as in the dear old days ; 
And though a stranger in a strangers' land, 

I hear your footsteps all my crowded ways. 

And though my heart aches as I go alone. 

And though mine eyes grow dim with unshed tears. 
Although my bosom now is steel and stone. 

Unlike its old self of departed years; 

And though at night I toss and toss awake. 

Within a garret, on a lowly bed; 
Although my struggling spirit seems to break. 

When halcyon hopes and darling dreams have fled — 
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On Returning to Nezv York 

I hear you whisper: "Wait, O wait for dawn. 
When all heart-breaking anguish shall be through; 

And should you win or lose, go on, go on. 
And still, brave heart, be true, be true, be true!" 



ON RETURNING TO NEW YORK. 

ONCE more I see your towers touch the sky. 
And hear the sullen thunder of your street; 
Once more I see your legions hurry by. 
And rush to join them with my restless feet. 

I come not as I came in other days 
With ardent and enthusiastic soul^ 
When fame and fortune hovered in my gaze. 
And, near at hand, I thought I saw the goal. 

Ah, surely things have sadly changed since then, 
When thou were radiant with deceitful wiles; 
A sorrow overclouds thy throngs of meuj 
And sullen scowls erase thine olden smiles. 

Plain and prosaic seem thy realms of Joy, 
O golden apple of my bygone themes, 
O golden fleece that lured a foolish boy, 
O priceless pearl, O diamond of my dreams! 

Like Atalanta, fleetest of the fleet, 
Thy lovers come to woo from far and nigh; 
They run the race with thee, and in defeat 
They bend the head beneath thy hand to die. 
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Cuba 

I shudder as I see thy crowded gate. 
And outside, doubting and perplexed, I stand; 
But now, I proudly come to face my fate. 
With none to welcome, none to take my hand. 

Yet, royal city, I have courage still, 
A spirit that shall never bend the knee; 
My soul is guarded with unconquered Will, 
A sword I never shall surrender thee. 

I give thee battle, and shall bravely smite. 
For he who wins must woo thee with the sword; 
My feet shall never safety seek in flight, 
A coffin or a crown be my reward. 

And there can be no abdication, save 

When I throw down the sceptre that is mine; 

If I should fall from glory to the grave. 

My own hand must my own death-warrant sign. 

He who relies upon his own right arm. 
Nor fears his gauntlet at the foe to fling. 
May drink of poisons, and they shall not harm, 
And take up serpents, and they shall not sting. 



CUBA. 

WE praise the heroes of a long-dead time, - 
The Spartan or the Roman or the Gaul; 
We flatter in oration or in rhyme 
The dusty corses deaf and dumb to all. 
We prate of petty wrongs our fathers felt, 
But martyrs tortured now we pity not; 
No modem crime can make us mouth or melt. 
Though women wail and men are starved and shot. 
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Cuba 

Like gasping listeners at some passing phow 
Who melt with pity at an actor's tears. 
Applauding, bent with passion to and fro. 
At glimpses of fictitious hopes and fears — 
So we have sighed and sobbed for other times. 
Mourned over urns, hissed tyrants turned to clay. 
Yet idly watched the century's crown of crimes. 
And seen true heroes die like dogs today. 

Strange, that a people, once themselves oppressed. 
Heeds not the patriots fighting to be free; 
Strange, those who braved the Briton's lion crest. 
Should let a murderous pirate braggart be! 
O shame too great for puny human words. 
When gold and silver rule the tongue and pen! 
The eagle in the air is king of birds. 
The eagle on the dollar king of men! 

O Cuba, as in stories of the past. 

Transcendent beauty brought transcendent woe, 

Thou in thy peerless loveliness at last 

Hast seen thy queenly glories sinking low. 

When Elsa, slandered, breathed her fervent prayer, 

There came her true knight of the Holy Grail; 

But no true knight will heed thy deep despair. 

And hasten with a swan-wing for a sail. 

Ah, yes, at last it comes — ^the swan, the swan! 
O fairest lady, see thy true knight here! 
With white wings fluttering in the roseate dawn. 
His bark shall blanch thy tyrant's cheek with fear. 
Before the fast feet of the Northern gale 
He comes to face thy false accuser, Spain; 
O fairest lady, dream no more of fail; 
Those heroes^ Cuba« have not died in vain! 
1898. 
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CUBA 



LIKE Cinderella in her tattered gown, 
She sits barefooted in the ashes there. 
Robbed of her sceptre and her throne and crown, 
A beggar-child, once fairest of the fair. 

Take courage, little orphan! There shall be 
A mom of triumph for thy night of woes;. 

There is a necklace and a ring for thee, 
A silken garment and a wreath of rose. 

Like Juliet in her old ancestral halls. 
Beset by foemen and their treacherous spies, 

She gazes at the grim, forbidding walls, 
And spends the weary day in sobs and sighs. 

Fear not! For Freedom is thy Romeo, 
And he shall snatch thee from thy hateful cell. 

Though three-score thousand vassals bid him go. 
And three-ficore thousand churls stand sentinel. 

O captive maiden, though thy castle tower 
Be girt with fifty battlements of stone, 

Though flaming dragons should surround thy bower. 
Thy lover soon shall win thee for his own. 

So thou Shalt come forth blushing by his side. 
From dungeon, iron gate, and granite wall. 

His fairy princess and his beauteous bride — 
For he shall woo and wed thee, spite of all. 
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AMERICA AND ENGLAND. 



BENBATH the Arctic peaks of silent snow, 
Tbrough tropic isles enwreathed with orange 
blooms; 
Where brown Gibraltar like a giant looms. 
Where furnaces of red Sahara glow; 
In spicy groves, where softest breezes blow. 
In tangled Hindu jungles' deepest glooms; 
By gray-beard Pharaohs' immemorial tombs. 
The Saxon legions conquer every foe. 

So Alfred's spear and Nelson's sword shall be 
Guards for the flag that Washington unfurled; 
With might of Cromwell, Lincoln, Blake and Lee 
Our gauntlet at invaders shall be hurled; 
Lords of the land and emperors of the sea. 
The eagle and the lion face the world. 
1898. 



AMERICA AT MANILA. 



THROUGH mazy moonbeams of the secret night 
The ships of Dewey reach Manila Bay. 
The tropic sun leaps forth in sudden light. 
And lo^ the dawn-flushed city far away! 
Then fleets and forts like waking giants scowl, 
The swift projectiles whizz and burst a-whirl. 
The batteries like ferocious lions growl, 
A hundred guns their hoarse defiance hurl. 
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America at Manila 

Then thunder answers thunder, shock on shock. 
Shell answers shell, blood-curdling shriek on shriek. 
Gun answers gun, from shuddering ships a-rock. 
And flaming decks with crimson rivers reek. 
A storm of steel tears down Spain's haughty crest. 
Her glory sinks a-blaze in blood and tears; 
The olden East has met the youthful West, 
Re-writing history of six thousand years. 

Men say the age is sordid, yet we find 
No Spartans ever breathed from breasts more bold. 
No doughtier Norsemen fought with wave and wind. 
No true knights lived with hearts of purer gold. 
Lo, ancient Asia stands in mute amaze; 
Few deeds like this Japan hath ever told; 
Memorial China turns with startled gaze; 
Arabia sees come, true her dreams of old. 

Far from the sunrise of their native West, 
They wake the world at thunder of their guns — 
What glory added to your country's crest, 
O proudest of the proudest of her sons! 
With regal riches in her kingdom wide. 
With untold treasures ever at her call, 
Columbia, like Cornelia, points with pride 
To you, her jewels, prized above them all. 

These valorous vikings leave transcendent names 
To live through ages that are yet to come, 
Though records perish in the floods and flames. 
Though marbles crumble, and though lips grow dumb, 
As long as day shall dawn on shores and seas 
Where they have won Fame's chaplet, Honor's crown. 
So long shall sun of glory shine on these. 
True heroes, everlasting in renown. 
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FORGOTTEN HEROES. 

I WOULD sing a song to the unknown heroes, who 
haye striyen and battled and bled. 
To the unknown heroes, existing obscure, who are left 

forgotten when dead< 
Who haye gone to their grayes for you and for me, and 

are sleeping in silent ranks 
With neyer a wreath of laurel, or medal, or badge for a 
nation's thanks. 

I would sing a song to the heroes neglected so long by you 

and by me. 
In the pestilent tropic marshes, on the blistering ships in 

the tropic sea. 
To the yeomen, the stokers, the gunners, with perilous 

duties and beggarly pay. 
As we shout for the admirals, generals, captains, who 

bear ail the honors away. 

There In the stifling holds of the ship«, half-naked and 

fainting in fearful heat, 
And there in the matted yines, or swordgrass stubble that 

pierces their half-shod feet. 
And there in the rattle of rifles, where the cynical bullets 

go snarling by. 
For me and for you they swelter, for me and for you they 

reel and they die. 

No Congress shall eyer reward them, no nation eyer be 

flUed with their fame, 
Though they sweat and they swoon and they perish in 

the pitiless flood or flame; 
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To a Poet 

They are only the unknown heroes, and the mob-world 

neither heeds nor cares. 
Though they do and dare for their country more feats than 

a million millionaires. 

They pant by the ship's fierce furnace, that you and I may 

rest at ease in the shade, 
They rake and they rout the foeman, that you and I may 

laugh at his broken blade^ 
They laurel the brows of others, though their own triumph 

they never shall see, 
They fight and they bleed and they fall forsaken, for the 

sake of you and me. 

I would sing a song to the heroes who have met their doom 

on the other side« 
Whose plainings are drowned in our paeans, whose pangs 

forgot in our flush of pride; 
So then, O dying foemen, to your sinking ships and your 

flaming flags still true, 
I have brought you a branch of laurel, and a heartfelt song 

that is all for you. 



TO A POET. 

HE greatly errs who hopes to win the bays 
Without a battle and without a scar. 
To walk among the lilies all his ways. 
Or lie in sloth, yet reach and seize a star. 

O youth, who knockest at the gate of Fame, 
Long must thy waiting and thy watching be; 

Beside that gate, with two-edged sword of flame, 
A Shape stands guarding that shall challenge thee. 
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To a Poet 

LoDg years shall pass, and find thee waiting still. 
With eyes grown dim, and bonny locks turned gray; 

Long years shall pass, and high upon a hill 
The palace that thou seekest far away! 

Long years shall pass, and then the shades of night 
Shall rust the golden twilight into brown; 

Long years shall pass, and in the fading light 
Far, far away shall shine the promised crown. 

Who weds the Muse must others all forsake. 
Who takes her hand must never look behind; 

He must not falter, though his heart may break. 
To all allurements deaf and dumb and blind. 

To far, far places must thy feet be turned. 
Where strangers only meet thee with a scowl. 

When thy brave heart, which once with ardor burned. 
Shall seem to throb beneath a sable cowl. 

The love thou longest for may be denied. 

Thy soul without a comrade evermore. 
No one to cheer thee, treading at thy side, 

No fair-haired children playing at thy door. 

Old friends will say, when other friends have fled, 
"Forsake the hopeless task thy soul hath sworn! 

Poor and neglected, thou dost want for bread. 
Thy coat is threadbare and 4:hy cloak is worn.' 
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Like England's Alfred, fleeing in disguise. 
And hotly hunted, planning desperate schemes, 

A hag may harry with her shrewish cries 
For letting cakes burn as you dream your dreams. 
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To a Stranger 

But yet, like Douglas with the heart of Bruce, 
Keep safe thy treasure, scorning still to fly; 

That tempter spurn who would thy soul seduce, 
And fight to win, or with thy Charge to die. 



TO A STRANGER. 

ALONG a giant city's streets I go: 
Three million strangers right and left I see; 
Three million faces I shall never know; 
Three million hearts^ and not one heart for me! 

O stranger passing by with careless glance, 
I long to greet you, long to know you well. 

But still I falter, fearing to advance. 
My words of friendship in your ears to tell. 

Your soul seems careless and your heart seems cold, 
Your eyes averted, lips a-curl with pride; 

Yet half your secrets in your face are told. 
Your tragic story can not be denied. 

Like you, such pride has made me lift my head 
When dull Despair was sitting in my heart. 

Has made me smile when old-time friends have fled. 
And breathe deflance when my hopes depart. 

Like you, O stranger, I have loved and lost, 
Like you, have seen my brave ambitions end. 

Like you, on seas of sorrow have been tost. 
Like you, I seek a S3mipathetic friend. 
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Success and Failure 

Come, let me tell you secrets like your own. 
Till all your dull indifference shall depart, — 

Truths that should melt a bosom wrought of stone. 
And bring the red sparks from a flinty heart. 

For we were bom to share this fleeting life, 
To tread the morning of one little day. 

To feel the noontide sorrow, joy, and strife, 
And in the selfsame twilight pass away. 

Like mine, your heart is diamond clogged with clay, 
Tour being dust and air and dew and fire. 

And as you see earth's blossoms all decay. 
You gaze to heayen with untold desire. 

For we are spirits manacled in sod. 
Two wandering heirs of all eternity. 

Two exiled princes who are sons of God, 
Two blendings of the dust and deity. 



TO A FRIEND. 

TORMENTED sorely by the chastening rod, 
I muttered to myself: "There is no God!" 
But, faithful friend, I found your soul so true. 
That God revealed Himself in giving you. 



SUCCESS AND FAILURE. 

ONE is a maiden crowned with locks of gold. 
With cheeks like morning in the summer skies; 
Around her, silken garments float and fold. 
And gems are gleaming with their peacock eyes. 
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Success and Failure 

The other is her sister, thoughtful-browed. 
With ashen tresses and with eyes of gray. 

With shades of sadness lingering like a cloud 
Upon a visage like an autumn day. 

One, like an empress, holds the world in thrall. 
And millions prostrate lie before her car; 

Her subjects dwell in every hut and hall. 
And swarms of flatterers seek her from afar. 

The other is forsaken by the world. 
Forgotten by the fickle sons of men; 

Beside her, tattered conquered flags are furled 
That never in the skies shall float again. 

One is attended by the rich and proud. 
Praised by the voice of princes, queens and kings; 

To welcome her, the drum is beat aloud. 
The bell goes pealing, and the cymbal rings. 

One is attended by the friendless poor. 
The sunburnt peasant and the burdened slave; 

No callers ever knock upon her door. 
Her hearth is lonesome as an unknown grave. 

One counts the smooth time-server in her train. 
The crafty courtier and the fawning friend, 

Him, who like Faust, would sell his soul for gain, 
And him who filches means to win the end. 

The other notes the unknown soldier's name. 
And gives the homeless poet sympathy; 

She cheers the martyr on his couch of flame. 
And teaches countless heroes how to die. 
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The Hymns of Charles Wesley 

The names they bear on earth need not be told; 

But God will crown the one we loye the less; 
He calls her "Failure." who hath locks of gold. 

And names her gray-haired sister there, "Success. 



THE HYMNS OF CHARLES WESLEY. 

WHAT simple strains are these, to live so long. 
To move so many in so many lands. 
When self-appointed arbiters of song 
Are all effaced like scribblings in the sands. 



In dens of London, choked with sin and shame. 
The beggar and the burglar stop to hear; 

And in the night, beneath the street-lamp's flame. 
The ruined woman feels a burning tear. 

In mines of Cornwall, underneath the sea. 
The grimy laborer hears their martial tread. 

Their fervent call from coming wrath to flee, 
Above the ocean thunders overhead. 

Amid Missouri forests, dark and lone. 
And by the Mississippi's turbid waves. 

In nameless churchyards, bramble-overgrown. 
Their converts fill a thousand thousand graves. 

Among the rude huts of the pioneers. 
Those hymns awoke the wilderness at dark. 

Above the cries of wild beasts, fraught with fears. 
The panther's growling and the gray wolf's bark. 
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The Odes of Horace " 

So I remember, when a barefoot boy, 
I thrilled to hear thy wondrous trumpet-call 

To Zion, and its days of deathless joy. 
Its crystal river and its jasper wall. 

And, led by thee, I saw its clustered palms. 
Its shining summits with their diamond skies, 

A Beulah-land, with everlasting calms. 
And lilies wet with dews of Paradise. 

And thou didst sing the Savior's loving care. 
Seeking his lost sheep through the fading light. 

To snatch and save him from the lion's lair, 
Amid the deserts, in the coming night. 

These hymns have raised the peasant from the sod. 
Have made the rude half-savage nature sweet. 

Have reared a score of Kingdoms unto God, 
And laid a million hearts at Jesus' feet. 



THE ODES OF HORACE. 

LONG years have passed since first I read your lays, 
A weary schoolboy at a tiresome task. 
And learned of Lydia with her winsome ways. 

And flavors of your old Falemian cask. 
I often longed to take your own advice, 

To seize the day, and in no morrow trust. 
To revel in a youth that comes not twice. 

To snatch sweet kisses ere my lips are dust. 

You said "O youth, slay Sadness at her birth. 
Espousing Gladness in her morning glow, 

When your young sweetheart's mouth is curved with mirth, 
And Love's pink blossoms in her cheeks still blow. 
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The Odes of Horace 

When warm blood bounds within thine ardent breast. 
Take then the laughing maiden In thine arms. 

For she Is willing, boy, to be caressed. 

And waits for thee in all her Springtime charms. 

"O Maiden, do not drive thy swain away 

With frowns, reproaches, childhood's foolish fears; 
For lovers such as he grow scarce some day. 

Such kisses will be rare in coming years. 
Give to his lips carnations of thy cheek. 

Let trembling fingers, interlacing, wed, 
Ere thou shalt vainly for a lover seek. 

And sigh for sometime beauties thou hast shed. 

"O sordid miser, bending o'er thy books, 

In dusty chambers back from dusty streets. 
Seek thou the wild woods and the mossy brooks. 

The daisies dancing in their green retreats; 
Seek thou the pastures of the browsing sheep. 

The hives with overflowing honeycomb. 
The cows in dandelion meads knee-deep. 

The peace, the quiet of a rustic home. 

"O sage, that longest for a laurel wreath, 

O Soldier, mad for fortune and for fame. 
Tour honors soon shall be a gift to death. 

Oblivion soon shall cover every name. 
Shed no more blood save that of luclous grapes. 

And learn no lore save in thy loved one's eyes. 
Ere Pleasure like a wild-wing bird escapes. 

Ere Love in all his roguish beauty dies. 

"For soon this boy shall feel his blood grow cold. 

This lassie seek another lad in vain. 
This soldier perish, though his heart be bold. 

This sage behold his genius on the wane, 
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The Odes of Horace 

Before the fruit decays, pluck thou the peach. 
Before the young fawn passes, be her mate. 

Take thou the rose that still is in thy reach. 
And claim thy damsel ere it be too late! 
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There are no smiles, no kisses after death. 

No bubbling goblets quaffed beyond the tomb. 
Thy face shall feel no more thy sweet girl's breath. 

Thine arms no more embrace her in that gloom. 
Beyond the Stygian river, no one loves. 

And no one carols old-time lover's tunes 
In bloomy forests, with the coo of doves. 

Or try sting-places under mellow moons.' 
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So thou hast spoken, Horace, and I sigh 

To think how many joys I failed to take. 
How many fawns unheeded passed me by. 

What fruits unplucked, though ripening for my sake. 
I long for roses withered on the stalk. 

That opened under summer skies for me. 
Sweet eyes that watched me in my lonely walk. 

Fair hands that beckoned when I would not see. 

Tet, Horace, in that land which men must tread, 

I cannot help but hope that all is well. 
That joys we lost have not forever fled. 

That dear love dies not with our funeral bell. 
Mayhap while listening to these very lines. 

Our vain regrets are subject of thy mirth. 
And with thy Lydia, under fruitful vines. 

Thou pluckest pleasures that were lost on earth! 
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BURIAL OF AN OLD SLAVE. 

AROUND me, brambles tangle on the graves, 
And ivy sprays are creeping on the stones; 
Beside one shattered urn a foxglove waves« 
While awe-struck thrushes chirp in undertones. 



Outside, a field of broomsedge, waste and bare, 
And thickets of the red and yellow plum. 

And nearer, on the purple thistles there, 
Ooldfinches in a brilliant cluster come. 



Here tombstones hanging sideways to the earth 
By winds and rains are dappled into gray; 

Brown lichens ha^'e erased the dates of birth 
And years in which the sleepers passed away. 

Grim sentinel, still facing to the west, 
The old slave-master's granite headstone looms; 

His young wife and her baby lie at rest 
Where yon wild rose sheds pink and pearly blooms. 

Almost effaced, you read a young girl's name; 

Just sixteen when she died! Here passed away 
The first-bom son, who like a triumph came; 

In whose dead hands Hope crumbled into clay. 

Down there are buried all the family slaves. 

Relics of ways and customs obsolete; 
A few headboards of wood slant on their graves, 

As, year by year, weeds grow and weathers beat. 
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Burial of an Old Slave 

Up yonder lane a strange procession comes. 
And sounds of weird, sweet singing strike the ears; 

Then a shrill fife, and then the beat of drums, 
A chant that seems the ghost of bygone years. 

Ah, many lives have passed since neighbors came. 
Bringing a sleeper to this home to bide; 

But this gray negro, last of all the name. 
Has sought again his old-time master's side. 

Nearer they come, a wagon for a bier; 
The rails are lowered at the roadside fence; 

The team pulls through — two mules in well-worn gear- 
Welcome, old friend, to your last residence! 

What songs are these, so mellow, wild and sweet. 

Of Salem and its glories far away. 
Where Change and Death glide not on stealthy feet. 

Nor leaves in dim October skies decay? 

What child-like faith, that sings of princely palms. 
Of fountains gushing through the fields of green! 

What child-like faith, that sings of blissful calms. 
And splendors that no sage has ever seen! 

Strange, a poor negro in this far-o£t place, 
Trusting a Friend, sinks in his coffin low. 

Believes that Friend, forgetting not his face. 
Will find him where these weeds and brambles grow. 

Rose-breasted grosbeak, lighting on yon limb 
And singing as no bird hath sung before. 

Is it a note of triumph trilled for him. 
The dead slave, free and happy evermore? 
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ORCHIDS. 

LIKE blossoms changed to butterflies 
With wings of purple, yellow, brown. 
Or pheasant plumes with ebon eyes 
And soft and clouded silken down. 

Serpents in garnet, gold and green, 
With graceful neck and glossy crest. 

Or humming-birds of brilliant sheen. 
With glowing throat and dotted breast. 

Swart, rich-robed princesses, that hide 
In tangled Afric jungle shades; 

Fawn-footed Indian maids that bide 
By wild Brazilian forest glades. 

With flowers such as these« of old 
The witch en wreathed her golden head; 

They grew in Circe's haunted wold. 
Or oped in dreamlands of the dead. 



A DEFIANCE. 

YOU leave me alone, and you wend your way 
With a face as bright as a springtime day, 
And you seem to think, as our pathways part. 
That my name is erased from your careless heart. 
You say to yourself: "I shall soon forget 
We have ever loved, or have ever met. 
Though his fervent words may have thrilled me so 
In the beautiful years of the long ago.' 
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A Defiance 

But you can not forget how you blushed one day. 
When I held your hand as we went our way. 
And you can not forget how I kissed your lips 
And you tingled with Joy to your finger-tips. 
You cannot forget how the bluebirds sang 
Till the meadows and fields and wildwoods rang. 
And we laughed with delight in a dream divine. 
When you knew I was yours and that you were mine. 

And you cannot forget how you loved me then. 
Ere I went sad ways through the world of men; 
How happy we were in the dear dead years 
Ere the dawn-light died in a fiood of tears. 
O no! Tou will sigh for the sweet slain past. 
Its heroic hopes, too brilliant to last, 
When life with her frowns has sullied her smiles 
And sundered us twain by a thousand miles. 

Wherever you go, through the whole wide earth. 
Through gloamings of grief, through mornings of mirth, 
Wherever you go, wherever you bide. 
You shall miss one face, close by your side. 
Whenever you tread under skies of spring. 
Whenever you hear the autumn winds sing. 
You will sigh for the lover of years of yore, 
Who left with your youth, to return no more. 

Unless you can say that your soul is dead. 
The past forgotten, and memory fled — 
Unless you can say, in sincerest truth, 
You are glad to have lost the glory of youth; 
Unless you can feel in your innermost heart 
You rejoice when you see life's summer depart — 
O then, not till then, may your lips declare 
You love me no more, and you do not care. 
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FIRESIDE FANCIES. 

HERE, hand in hand, we sit to-night. 
Flushed in the logwood's ruddy light. 
While red coals glow and blue flames leap 
And hot sap sings and crickets cheep. 
Outside we hear the wild winds call 
And down the pane see snowflakes fall. 
While Winter, like a hungry hound, 
Hunts over hills with bay and bound. 

A palace in the brilliant fires 
Rears garnet walls and golden spires. 
And many a labarjmthine maze 
Bedecked with opal hearts ablaze. 
The smoke« an azure banner, curls 
O'er halls of rubies and of pearls; 
Blue sapphire turrets flame and flare. 
And Jasper columns glow and glare. 

Here, hand in hand, my love and I 

List to the wild winds whistling by; 

We hear the eap sing, crickets cheep. 

And see the lithe blue blazes leap. 

And then, as chill winds whistle on. 

We talk of youthful days long gone; 

Of love that laughed through summer days, 

Then left us treading thorny ways. 

To-night, our hearts, like brands aglow. 
Are burning in a world of snow; 
For in your love is summer peace 
And summer joys that never cease. 
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Morning and Evening 

I kiss you, take your hand in mine. 
And feel my sordid soul divine. 
Let worldly wealth and glory be. 
But leave you, precious, still with me! 

So here we sit, still hand in hand. 

And tread a wondrous fairy-land — 

The kingdom of a lover's dreams. 

With bloomy woods and murmuring streams. 

Still let the wild winds shriek and shout. 

Still set the flying snows to rout; 

I care not where my feet may be 

When Qod has put you, love, with me. 



MORNING AND EVENING. 

IN vanished years it seemed an easy task 
To win the hearts of others on our way; 
To gain affection only meant to ask. 
To love meant only to be young and gay. 



But like a rich convolvulus in bloom 
Amid the Summer, under morning skies, 

Toung Love before the noontide meets his doom, 
And in his splendor and his glory dies. 



Or like an oriole from tropic lands 
That blazes by us on a brilliant wing. 

He flies afar to unknown foreign strands 
When Autumn gales their withered foliage fling. 
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The Klondike 

Like blackened torches in abandoned vaults 
Are all the arts and wiles we used of yore; 

For those who love us learn to find our faults. 
And having found them, never love us more. 

So then, mine own, I cling more close to you. 
Though gray threads sprinkle through your locks of 
brown. 

Your eyes no longer dewy, bright and blue. 
Tour cheeks no longer like a peach's down. 

And you are like a faithful mocking-bird 
Amid the gloam of life's fast-fading light. 

Whose strange and sweet love-lyrics still are heard 
In brown boughs of the dim October night. 

Or like a holly in the Christmas snows. 
Still green when Summer verdure all is shed. 

Or like an Autumn violet that blows 
Beneath brown leaves, when other blooms are dead. 

When we werfe young and gay, and you were fair. 
We thought that love with youth wou?d all be o'er. 

But as I kiss your face, grown rough with care. 
We find, dear heart, we never loved before. 



THE KLONDIKE. 



WRAPPED in a robe of everlasting snow. 
Where icy blasts eternal revel hold. 
Where gaunt pines shiver in the piercing cold. 
Where mellow summer noontides never glow. 
And sleety crags no springtime ever know — 
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A Western Plain 

Thus, like a miser, in his freezing fold. 
The Arctic King has gathered heaps of gold 
To lead deluded wanderers unto woe. 

So in his radiant diamond palace there, 
Amid white splendors of his thousand thrones. 
Where keen auroras glitter, blaze and glare. 
And like a wandering Jew the wild wind moans, 
He smiles at wretches in their last despair. 
Who dig for gold among their comrades' bones. 

II 
About my home I see the springtime bloom. 
The sheaves of summer or the autumn fruit; 
To make me glad, the robin lends his lute, 
The lilies blossom, lilacs breathe perfume. 
The red leaves flutter, golden asters loom. 
Around me, tones of loved ones, never mute, 
Are sweeter than the viol or the flute 
Through June-time gladness or December gloom. 

The daffodils their golden treasures pour 
By lapfuls to my children as they play; 
The vines, with clustered rubies at my door. 
Gladden my good wife through the livelong day; 
So in this humble nest, my wealth is more 
Than all the gold and silver dug from clay. 
1897. 



A WESTERN PLAIN. 

A LONELY white-washed farm-house where I wait, 
A sweep of swirling cornflelds, far and nigh, 
A flight of crows across a dreamy sky. 
Fast-fading morning glories at the gate, 
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Memorial Day 

A lonesome fieldlark seeking for his mate. 
No hazy purple mountains meet the eye. 
No giant white-capped ocean thunders by. 
The land is quiet as the face of Fate. 

A craving for the mountains and the sea, 
A pining and a waiting evermore; 
A longing for the crags and cascades free, 
A yearning for the seaweeds of the shore; 
A hopeless hope, on cloud-swept cliffs to be, 
To hear the stormy ocean billows roar. 
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MEMORIAL DAY. 

NCE more we gather under skies of May, 
When lilac blossoms and when violet blows, 
And on these grassy graves we twine a spray 
Of Northern lily and of Southern rose. 



Once more we hear the bluebird's song afloat, 

The thrush's piping in the dewy dell; 
We thrill to hear the Northern robin's note. 

And stand ensnared by Southern mock-bird's spell. 

Once more the winds through odorous orchards blow. 
The creamy hawthorns through the fences twine. 

See! all the sunrise splendors are aglow 
Like cataracts of red and golden wine. 

We bring a wreath, O martyrs numberless. 
Who perished that your country still might live; 

Who fought and bled, the unborn babe to bless, 
That we should still be brothers, and forgive. 
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Robert E. Lee 

But now we come, not as in bygone years, 
Wlien anger poisoned sorrow through and through; 

When no one cried, with blended love and tears, 
"Forgive them, for they know not what they do!" 

Thank God, those days have now forever passed. 
With all their strife of party, clique and clan; 

The Northerner, the Southerner, at last 
Is simply, solely an American. 

On Santiago summits we unite 
The grizzled foes of Chickamauga's day; 

The hatreds of a Shiloh sink from sight 
Beneath the waters of Manila Bay. 

Above your graves exultant anthems swell. 
When Peace and Love have healed the battle's blows; 

We thrill with pride to think those fought so well 
With these, so brave to overcome such foes. 

Peace unto Grant, the advocate of peace, 
To Stonewall, of the valor-vibrant name; 

Peace unto Lee, whose honors shall not cease. 
To Lincoln, of the everlasting fame! 
1899. 
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ROBERT E. LEE. 



S strong to smite as thunderbolts above. 
And yet as gentle as a blameless dove. 
O star of honor, flower of chivalry. 
Our highest hope should be to be like thee. 
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On a Beautiful Portrait by an Unknown Artist 



A 



ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 

BLEND of mirth and sadness, smiles and tears; 
A quaint knight-errant of the pioneers; 
A homely hero, bom of star and sod; 
A Peasant-Prince; a Masterpiece of Qod. 
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FAME. 

N early morniDg, when my heart was young, 
I sought to woo and win Fame as my bride. 
I saw her stand, high on a mountain side. 
Fairer by far than angel songs have sung. 
I called and called till cliffs and caverns rung. 
And ''AH things come to him who waits!" I cried. 
But time passed on, and still in vain I tried 
With feeble footsteps and with faltering tongue. 

At last around me fell the solemn night. 
When all the morn's romance had passed away; 
I ceased to seek her through the fading light, 
When lo, my bride came at the close of day! 
Alas! a poor old woman met my sight. 
With wrinkled visage and with locks of gray. 



ON A BEAUTIFUL PORTRAIT BY AN UNKNOWN 

ARTIST. 



A 



SWEET face smiles upon me from this frame, 
A high-bom beauty, reigning long ago; 
But not a record gives the artist's name; 
His home, his country, none shall ever know. 
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Oil a Beautiful Portrait by an Unknown Artist 

O what an art, to triumph o'er the tomb, 
To keep that lovely face forever fair, 

To keep that youth in everlasting bloom. 
Defeating Death, and bidding Time despair! 

Old age can never fade this virgin rose. 
Nor mar that smile, which flits but never flies, 

Nor fleck those tresses with December snows, 
Nor dim the glory of those splendid «yes. 

The peaches of those cheeks are blushing still. 

As in enchanted orchards long ago. 
When some forgotten Autumn felt a thrill 

Of mellow honey through its fruitage glow. 

The cherries of those lips are ripe and red. 
But still unplucked, and free from all decay, 

Though poaching birds and bare-foot truants fled 
As seasons came and pined and passed away. 

Yet Artist, Artist, in thine ecstacy, 
Thou hast forgotten all the world holds dear; 

Fame, fortune, power, all eluded thee. 
No acclamations thou shalt ever hear. 

Upon thy brow shall never rest a wreath, 
No princely palm thy hand shall ever hold. 

And thee, victorious over envious Death, 
Oblivion's mantle ever shall enfold. 

Day after day, mayhap, thy feet have gone 
In weary, weary search for daily bread. 

Or thou hast labored from the dusk till dawn. 
And tears of anguish in a garret shed. 
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The Whistling Boy 

Tet Artist, Artist, in thine eager Joy 
Of toiling lovingly and toiling well. 

Like some enthusiastic, ardent boy. 
Thy thrill of triumph none can ever tell. 

For he who saves from death the works of God, 
Upon his shoulders feels the bud of wings, 

Has plucked a blossom never sprung from sod. 
Is greater than the greatest of the kings. 



THE WHISTLING BOY. 

SO keen, so clear. 
Falls on the ear 

The wild, sweet pipings of his lips, 
So sharp, so tart, 
I thrill and start, 
And Fancy tingles to her finger-tips. 

The dingy town 
With walls of brown, 

With grimy streets and pavements gray. 
Its rush and roar 
I note no more. 

And all its fierce commotions pass away. 

Along the street 
His brown, bare feet 

Remind me of a baby faun. 
By fem-fringed pool 
In shadows cool 

Leading a throng of fluting birds at dawn. 
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The Death of a Flower 

No hermit thrush 
Through woodland hush 

Could trill a tune more fresh and free; 
No mocking bird 
More gladly heard 

Through verdant vine-clad swamps of Tennessee. 

I feel a breeze 
Through cherry trees, 

0*er dandelions wet with dew, 
And on a rail 
I hear a quail 

Gladden an old peach orchard through and through. 

Through hazy tears 
I see old years 

When I too, happy as a bird, 
By bubbling streams 
Dreamed boyish dreams — 

The dear, dead dreams, so sweet and so absurd. 
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THE DEATH OF A FLOWER. 

PON this dusty lane I pass you by, 
O child of joy, O pure and pallid flower. 
Panting alone beneath a parching sky, 
Forever exiled from your native bower. 



O beauteous blossom, all is lovely now, 
When gardens still are green and skies still blue, 

Before the young year wears a wrinkled brow. 
And tender grasses lose their morning dew. 
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The Death of a Flmver 

Alas, to think that you must pass away 
Before the coming of your noble noon, 

Before the blooming of the budding day, 
Bre diamond skies have seen the death of June! 

Tou answer "It is better far to die 
Before the glory of my youth is dead, 

Ere winds of Autumn through the sedges sigh, 
And all the splendor of the Summer fled." 

Yet, lovely blossom, you have died in vain; 

You languish here unloved and all alone; 
No tears are shed, consoling for your pain. 

No hand restores you to your rightful throne. 

But you reply: "My mission now is done; 

A lover plucked me from the boughs above; 
The maiden of his heart and soul he won 

By making me his messenger of love. 

"She kissed me often for her love of him. 
Then let me in the dust forsaken lie; 

I felt mine eyes with tearful hazes dim; 
And so to make them happy, I shall die." 

Yet, fading flower, you have not one hope 
Of life or light or joy beyond your tomb; 

You have no soul; for you no heavens ope, 
And when you die, you go to endless gloom. 

But you reply: "'In truth, I can not tell 
If I shall rise again before my Lord; 

But still the task He set is flnished well. 
Whether His hand might punish or reward. 
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Zola. 

"And this one lesson hath my Grod made known: 
Do good with gladness, neither led nor driven. 

Loving the Good for sake of Good alone, 
And not through fear of hell or hope of heaven. 
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ZOLA. 

E comes in triumph to his native land, 
A Conqueror by the power of the pen, 

Whose voice was stronger than the steel-gloved hand. 
Winning a battle with the minds of men. 



Like Jacob, he was called upon by God 
To throw aside the errors of his past, 

To purge his weakness, struggle from the sod, 
And fight through faults, triumphant at the last. 

And though fanatics still revile his name. 
Though not one palm is strewn upon his way. 

Though bigot lips dispute his hard- won fame. 
He is a monarch on this glorious day! 

For roses twine to deck a weakling's head. 
Incenses burn to idols made of mud, 

The palms are strewn to ease a despot's tread. 
And laurel wreaths are made for men of blood. 

To make him great, no souls were sacrificed. 
No widow wept, no orphan's cheek grew pale, 

For he has suffered in the cause 'of Christ, 
And he hsfi sought and found the Holy Grail. 
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Little Sweetheart 

Now, Paris, pressing back her vague alarms. 
Uplifts her casque, and lays aside her lance; 

Rejoicing, there extend the eager arms 
Of her, his lovely, once-disdainful France! 

Though Gentile, Israel's Ruler summoned him 
To right a persecuted people's wrongs. 

And he shall live when distant ages dim 
In Israel's stories and in Israel's songs. 

Thy faults are overshadowed by thy fame, 
O warrior who hast lifted Gideon's sword, 

O Champion of the Chosen People's name, 
O Captain in the legions of the Lord! 
1899. 
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LITTLE SWEETHEART. 

ITTLB sweetheart, years have passed 
Since I walked beside you last. 
Gazing in your eyes of blue. 
As you promised to be true. 



Love and Hope and Joy lie dead, 
And my happy dreams have fled 
Since I saw your face so fair, 
Through its haze of golden hair. 

All is lonesome, all is still 
Where I used to hear your trill; 
Youth has lost its ijiorning glow 
Since I left you long ago. 

172 



Little Sweetheart 

Little sweetheart, life seems cold 
As my heart and soul grow old. 
And my faith is less and less 
As I miss your old caress. 

Slowly, slowly earth grows sere 
As I wait and listen here 
Vainly for the cadence sweet 
Of your dear bare little feet. 

Honor, power, wealth and fame 
I have sought to deck my name. 
But they all have proved untrue. 
And I call in vain to you. 

Little sweetheart, come to me, 
As of old, so fresh and free. 
In your little dress of white. 
In your ribbons gay and bright! 

Does your true heart ever yearn 
For your lover to return? 
Shall I once more hear the beat 
Of your dear bare little feet? 

Little sweetheart, let me know 
If you love me still below — 
Tell me, sweetheart, as I pass 
Through your silent churchyard's grass. 
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FOR MILDRED. 

LOVELY maiden of the peach-bloom face, 
So artless in your morning mirthfulness, 
O maiden tripping in unstudied grace. 
This weary world to beautify and bless; 



You bring strange memories to my callous heart, 
Forgotten fancies from forsaken years. 

Old joys, that long ago I saw depart 
Amid the hazes of regretful tears. 

You bring to mind those dear departed Springs, 
Those Summers that evanished evermore, 

A halcyon youth, whose head and feet had wings 
In lost rose-gardens of the years of yore. 

You bring to mind the days of dead romance, 
When my young heart was like a dewy flower, 

When song and story centered in a glance. 
And pain was but a passing April shower. 

How all is changed! The fairy stories close, 
The fields are faded, dull the skies above; 

The life that once was poetry, is prose; 
None seek me now to bring me gifts of love. 

I do not wonder as I gaze at thee, 

How Helen thrilled the nations far and wide, 
How Cleopatra weaved her witchery. 

Till heroes for her glory bled and died. 
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The Morning Glory 

For such as you were leveled walls of Troy, 
And Actium's ships were wrapped In sheeted flame» 

With fire and sword were ravaged realms of Joy, 
Leaving great cities but a storied name. 

So then, remember that thy subtle power 

Is like a magic sceptre in thy hands, 
To rear to Grod upon a rock a tower. 

Or scatter hopes like houses built on sands. 

So, when the One of All shall come to woo, 
Remember thou canst make him or canst mar. 

His love in ashes and in dust to strew. 
Or fix his aspirations on a star. 

Within thy heart, ere youth has flitted by. 
Let Love, the Rose, its blossoms never cease. 

Beneath it place the Violet, Modesty, 
And high above them all the Lily, Peace. 

Amid the blessings that to thee are given. 

Let Self upon thy shrine be sacrificed. 
Becoming then the blessed bride of Heaven, 

Daughter of €k>d, and sister unto Christ. 
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THE MORNING GLORY. 

MORNING glory, morning glory. 
Fragile as a fairy story. 

Robed in gowns of purple and of white and red. 
Diademed with dew. 
There are none so fair as you. 

Empress of the world of blossoms ere the youth of day is 
dead. 
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The Morning Glory 

Lovely handmaid of the morning. 

Lowly earthly scenes adorning. 

An enchantress who is peerless and is proud, 

Decked in brilliant blooms. 

Like the silks of Tyrian looms. 

Or the oriental splendors of a spangled sunrise cloud. 

But amid the noonday splendor 
Fade away your bosoms tender. 
As the dewdrops vanish from your feverish face; 
So you pant and pine, 
Ere the dazzling day's decline. 

Losing all your glow of color and your gladsomenees and 
grace. 

So I ponder and remember 
In a green and gold September, 
I have seen a maiden fair and frail as you; 
But she drooped and died, 
Ab you perish in your pride. 

For the blithest and the brightest vanish with the morning 
dew. 

Morning glory, morning glory. 
From her tombstone old and hoary, 
Do your dying blossoms go to meet her there? 
There in marvelous morn. 
Plucking roses with no thorn, 

In the empire of the angels, does she heed my heart's 
despair? 

So I bless you now, and kiss you; 
Tell her, "Darling, how I miss you! 
If in heaven you are treading, sweet, to-day, 
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The Witch of the Wineglass 

Does your bosom thrill 
When you hear I love you still, 

And are you still faithful, sweetheart, to your lover far 
away?" 
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THE WITCH OF THE WINEGLASS. 

OBED like an empress of almighty Rome, 
I see a sweet seducer in her lair. 
With creamy bosoms, light as flakes of foam, 
And yellow roses in her yellow hair. 



A flush of fervor decks the queen of sin 
With all an Autumn sunset's gorgeous dyes. 

And Passion, like a panther, glares within 
The emerald-golden splendor of her eyes. 

Around her palace door, the glossy vines 
Are bending with mellifluous grapes of gold. 

The marble steps are splashed with purple wines. 
Like blood-stained altars of the days of old. 

A poppy seems to blossom in her lips. 
Bearing the poison of enchanted sleep, 

A leopard's velvet seem her flnger-tips. 
To stroke her victim ere she makes her leap. 

She comes to greet me with a glass of wine. 
Mellow and sparkling, flecked with feathery foam, 

And murmurs, "Drink, and thou shalt be divine; 
Come, make this bosom and this heart thy home!" 
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The Witch of the Wineglass 

She comes to meet me on a Summer day, 
With blue and orange banners waved on high, 

With blue and orange blossoms on her way, 
A blue and orange morning in the sky. 

I kiss her on her fervent mouth of flame, 
And swear to love and serve her evermore, 

To perish with her, deaf to voice of blame. 
As countless sons of men have done before. 

But years glide by, and I am growing old, 
My footsteps totter through the fields of gray, 

My soul is weary, ard my heart is cold. 
And all my hopes of heaven have passed away. 

Her marble palace, shattered in the dust. 
Is draped with brown sprays of her withered vines. 

Her golden diadem is dim with rust. 
Amid her ruined columns she repines. 

Her songs are now but lamentations loud. 

As Desolation follows in her track. 
Her festal robes are now a funeral shroud. 

And all her brilliant banners now are black. 

Her golden locks are sprinkled now with snows. 
Her blandishments of beauty all are dead; 

My heart, like hers, is but a withered rose. 
My soul, like hers, a Summer that has fled. 
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LA PALOMA.* 

PEERLESS love-song of the golden South, 
Melodious lyric of the lands of light. 

Warm as the kisses from a wooing mouth, 
As brilliant as the dawn and sad as night! 



I see the vine-clad tropic mountains there. 
The birds of gorgeous plumage flitting by. 

The tangled forest and the panther's lair, 
The dark-blue ocean and the dark-blue sky. 

I see the star-eyed Spanish damsel there, 
A blood-red cactus on her beauteous breast. 

And dazzling diamonds in her dusky hair. 
Like a proud peacock's iridescent crest. 

And close beside the daughter of old Spain, 
I see her lover of the years of yore, 

I feel the fierce heart-hunger of his pain. 
When peace and rest have fled forevermore. 

O lover, lover, cease thy sobs and sighs! 

Soft sleep deserts us when our souls adore; 
For those who love not are the truly wise. 

And those who love are happy nevermore. 

O lover, lover, she must soon grow old; 

Her stately step will be no longer proud; 
Her heart will crumble in the churchyard mould, 

And dewy dark eyes vanish in her shroud. 

♦ "The Dove," a Spanish-American love song. 
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Richard Mansfield 

O loyer, lover, In her coffin low, 

The pure white flowers will wither on her breast. 
That fair, fair breast whose love you longed to know. 

Forgotten like a swan's forsaken nest. 

But still thy passion leaps to mine own heart. 
Thy grief, thy Joy, thy clasping and thy kiss, — 

Love's honeyed whispers and his poisoned dart, 
His thorns among the roses of his bliss. 

And when I hearken to thy melodies 

I feel thine anguish in my bosom burn — 

The pangs of gazing into dark brown eyes, — 
And pine to love and be loved in return. 

O lover, lover, though thy heart and hand 
Are crumbling clay amid the chamel rust. 

They come to haunt me in this Northern land 
Till I, like thee, am ashes and am dust. 

Tet, lover, lover, cease thy sobs and sighs; 

Soft sleep deserts us when our souls adore; 
For those who love not are the truly wise. 

And those who love are happy nevermore. 
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RICHARD MANSFIELD. 

HE age of chivalry has passed away, 
With all the old-time glories we adored; 

Where once the poet's melodies outpoured 
The sordid market murmurs day by day; 
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A Cuban Sword 

Where lovers tripped along to greet the May, 
The tradesman gloats above his glutted hoard; 
The yardstick now is mightier than the sword, 
And Art the beck of Commerce must obey. 

Now Poesie, a sweet and lovely slave. 

Feels on her cheek a tyrant's lashes smart. 

But here one knight dares beard the bloated knave, 

Nor cringes for that master of the mart; — 

A modem Cyrano, superb and brave. 

Facing a hundred venal foes of Art! 



A CUBAN SWORD. 
Relic of the Ten Years' War. 

I LIKE to see this old and honest blade^ 
The faithful comrade of a patriot bold. 
They say that all things now must cringe to gold. 
Be measured by the sordid rules of trade; 
They say the old ideals all must fade. 
That old-time faith and friendship lose their hold; 
They say that love may now be bought and sold. 
While dreams of poets laughing-stocks are made. 

This sword like lightning on its foemen fell; 
No tyrant's gold its sturdy steel could buy. 
So this is what the brave old blade shall tell^ 
Giving to sordid, base-bom souls the lie: — 
To love thy fellow-man, and love so well. 
That thou art willing for his sake to die. 
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PAST AND PRESENT. 

OU said you loved me, when my heart was gay. 
When Fortune was a guest within my door; 

^But will you love me in this gloaming gray, 

When others, whom I cherished, love no more? 



Who needs a friend when Fortune is his friend? 

Who needs a guide through sunlit fields abloom? 
But when disasters gather in the end. 

Where is the hand to lead me through the gloom? 

I^ve. how I need you! As the Summer grain 
Needs benediction of God's golden light. 

As fading foliage needs the rippling rain. 

As wan moonflowers need the soothing night. 

I ask you, "Do you love me?" Not as then. 
When Life was laughing, wreathed with roses red. 

But now, when darkness drapes the world of men, 
And all the splendors of my youth have sped. 

Then, like a brilliant cactus blazed the noon, 
And twilight flitted like a brown-eyed fawn. 

Then, like a white swan sailed the May-night moon. 
And like a purple poppy flamed the dawn. 

Young April, in her girlish frock of green. 
Blonde August, with her glory-gleaming eyes. 

Brunette October, like an Arab queen, 
And gray December, with his gloomy skies, — 
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Past and Present 

These with their flowers and snowflakes strewed the 
ground 

In jest and joyance through the yeans of yore; 
Love's lilies blossomed all the year around, 

His birds went sweetly singing evermore. 

But like Aladdin when he lost his lamp, 
I saw my childhood's palace pass away; 

So then, forsaken, I was forced to tramp 
All weary, worn and footsore, day by day. 

Tet as I grope through ebon glooms of night 
And know a jasmine by its rich perfume, 

So, sweet, I know you in this fading light, 
A princess, come to share a peasant's doom! 

And like a crystal palace in the heart 

Which keeps through Winter warmth of Summer 
noons. 
Love's tropic splendors never shall depart. 

Still glowing through their everlasting Junes. 

Then come to me, O precious, as of old. 
Bring back the brilliance of the perished years. 

Bring back the glory of my age of gold. 
And end my exile in the realm of tears. 

Then we shall lose the false for real bliss; 

True love turns not when fickle youth forsakes; 
A fairy prince, beneath his ardent kiss, 

The Sleeping Beauty of the soul awakes. 
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THE LAURELS. 

ALONG the noisy city streets I go. 
Unknown, unheeded by the careless throng; 
But in my heart I feel a morning glow, 
And on my lips the spirit of a song. 

All unbefriended, I receive no smiles, 
And feel no pressure of a helping hand; 

Yet I have journeyed for a thousand miles 
To win a triumph in this alien land. 

But lo! Success awaits me as my bride. 

Crowned with a crown of gold, and robed in white,' 

And there I see my handmaids at her side. 
Fame on her left and Fortune on her right. 

high-born lady, I have come to woo. 
And I shall win you by the force of will; 

Do not deny me! When I come for you 
No fortress can withstand my strength and skill. 

What though the rabble turns away from me? 

What though my rights have been withheld for 
years? 
That rabble shall my brilliant victory see. 

And change their servile hisses into cheers. 

What though pretenders now usurp my throne? 
What though imposters now my sceptre wield? 

1 bravely come to battle for my own, 

And charlatans who trespass all must yield. 
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The Soldier of Fortune 

What though my heart has felt corroding care? 

What though I wince from iron fangs of want? 
My soul will grapple with, and choke Despair, 

And strangle Himger, though his jaws be gaunt. 

What though I clutch with pinching poverty? 

What though the honors now are claimed by 
knaves? 
All foes were raised before my face to flee, 

And all privations born to be my slaves. 

Chance, stand aside! I do not bow to you; 

Success, strew laurels, and my triumph sing! 
Behold, you now shall give me tribute due. 

And make obeisance to your rightful king! 
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THE SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. 

SEEK for gold in Klondike mountain snow, 
And diamonds in the Transvaal waste afar; 

I dive for pearls where Ceylon currents flow, 
And gather furs beneath the polar star. 



I hook the spouting whale in seas to south, 
I gather corals by Sicilian strands; 

I hunt for amber at the Baltic's mouth, 
And ivory far beyond Sahara sands. 

A bare-foot boy, I leave the prosy farm 
To make my fortune in the marts of men; 

With not a friend but one uhconquered arm 
I beard the Monster, London, in his den. 
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The Soldier of Fortune 

In rags and tatters, seeking wealth and fame, 

I sweat, I struggle over all to rise; 
I fight, I bleed, I win a noble name. 

And stab my Evil Fortune till he dies. 

A beggar lad, I carve, I sing, I paint. 
Till laurel leaf and myrtle bough are mine; 

Supernal Beauty, free from mortal taint. 
Beneath my brush and chisel wakes divine. 

Unknown, disdained, I strike the poet's lyre. 
And maidens scatter roses in my path; 

A peasant soldier, under fiercest fire, 
I snatch a red wreath from the brow of Wrath. 

I am the slayer of the dragon Fear; 

The traitor, Chance, must cringe to me as lord; 
All foes are frightened when my name they hear, 

All opposition flees before my sword. 

Why should I quail because a woman frowns? 

Why should I whine because she turns away? 
I am no trailer after girlish gowns; 

Maids were not bom to rule me, but obey. 

A world of women waits me to be won, 
And woman's kisses are the victor's right; 

I cull the loveliest under every sun, 
Beneath the Southern Gross or Northern Light. 

All things are mine. I do not fear or flinch. 

All fruits, all flowers I claim by right of birth, 
I fear no foe; I never yield an inch; 

I conquer all the kingdoms of the earth. 
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TOILER AND IDLER. 

THE laborer is the great high-priest of God, 
Creator like the Lord who gave him breath, 
The father of all fruits, spouse of the sod. 
The friend of life, and enemy of death. 
But he who toils not, bears a shriveled soul, 

Is fit for deserts, or for realms of rocks ,- 
For him no victor's palm, no race, no goal, 
Mate for the sloth, true brother to the ox. 

The man who tills the fields breathes wholesome air. 

And sleeps a sleep remorse can not affright; 
His peace of mind is stranger to despair. 

His freedom unconfined as morning light. 
What though the Summer glares with scorching heat? 

That Winter winds his blood and bone may chill? 
His manhood scatters hardships in defeat, 

And every battle makes him stronger still. 

The brown bee fiits amid the clover there. 

To make him gifts of golden honeycomb; 
For him the cherry and the plum and pear. 

The grapevine swinging on his happy home. 
For him the daisy dripping with the dew. 

Peach-blooms above and cowslips at his feet; 
For him the green grass and the skies of blue. 

The scarlet poppies and the golden wheat. 

For him are thrushes warbling in delight 

On breezes tripping lightly as a fawn; 
For him the swan-like noonday's wings of white. 

The pansy twilight and the primrose dawn. 
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Toiler and Idler 

For him. Spring like a virgin violet blooms, 
And Summer blossoms like a yellow rose, 

Then Autumn like an orange aster looms, 
And Winter comes, a lily of the snows. 

The tiller owns no master but his God, 

And earns by right a heritage divine; 
A prophet, striking dust with potent rod. 

His plow makes earth gush honey, milk, and wine. 
His hillocks are the altars of the Lord, 

His granary like a pious temple stands; 
The kingdom of the earth his rich reward, 

The scythe becomes a scepter in his hands. 

But he, who, discontented with that lot. 

Tramps through the city, vainly begging work. 
Shall find his rosy dreams a wretched blot, 

Facing worse evils than he sought to shirk. 
O pity not the tiller of the soil, 

But pity him, the straggler of the street; 
O pity not the hardened hands of toil. 

Remembering this poor wanderer's wayworn feet! 

At night the keen winds pierce his threadbare coat. 

The rain beats hard down on his dizzy head; 
Half-mad, half-starved, he begs a rusty groat. 

When hope and pride from shivering soul have fled. 
He sees the street-lamps dripping in the rain. 

The engine hoarsely thundering through the night; 
The dragon Town is heedless of his pain. 

And spits upon him in his piteous plight. 

He lounges in the city parks, and sees 
Ten thousand like himself, in dirt and rags — 

Poor stranded wrecks by seas of miseries. 
Surrendered ships, with tattered, conquered flags! 
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The Right to Work 

Night comes again, and hungry still, he goes 
Half-crazed for lack of sleep, in dull despair, 

To freeze to death when fall the Winter snows, 
Or plunge, self-murdered, in the river there. 

The idler is a menace unto heaven, 

A misery to himself, a foe to man. 
Unsettled, discontented, dumbly driven. 

Drainer of life-blood since the world began. 
No burden breaks the back like idleness. 

No toil is half so hard, no strain so great. 
No curse of care has half so much distress. 

No armored foe a more portentous threat. 

Ashamed of toil, he wooes no fruit from earth. 

He beggers those who look to him for aid. 
And spurred by foolish pride, scorns homely worth. 

Longing for camp and court, for reeking blade. 
He can not blame one being but himself 

If he should crawl with creatures of the mud; 
For he who plows is more than prince of pelf, 

A nobler Knight than any man of blood. 
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THE RIGHT TO WORK. 

HERE is work for all the millions, whether on the 
sea or land; 
Every human being's birthright brings a task unto 
his hand. 



Earth is ready for the toilers who may come to sow and 

reap. 
Ready for the delving miner, for the sailor on the deep. 
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The Right to Work 

There are golden grains to gamer, there are silver mines 

to dig. 
There are gardens of the melon, orchards of the peach 

and fig. 

There are pearls for every diver, corals waiting in the 

caves. 
There is wealth of mellow amber in the sweep of ocean 

waves. 

There are purpled-treasured vineyards, dangling with de- 
licious wines, 

Hives that overflow with honey, woods of oaks and elms 
and pines. 

There is work in forge and furnace, manufactory and mill, 
Work in farm and work in foundry, street of city, country 
hill. 

Work for poet, work for painter, work for him who carves 

and sings, 
Coming with an inspiration like the touch of angel wings. 

And that longing for their labor in the freeman's hearts 

shall be 
Like the green blood of the spring time, tingling In the 

turf and tree. 

They are coming not as beggars, but as men demanding 

work; 
Not as vagabonds or vagrants, but as men who scorn to 

shirk. 

They are mouthing not for mercy, — Justice only they de- 
mand. 

For the right to share the blessings of their great Crea- 
tor's hand. 
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The Right to Work 

Not for alms these men are asking, but the right to share 

the earth. 
Right to build, create, to chisel, right to claim their royal 

birth. 

But the Masters of the Market, bloated with their sense 
of might. 

Seek to wring from struggling brothers this their imme- 
morial right. 

As in brutal barbarous ages, they have dealt in souls of 

men. 
And humanity is bartered in these latter days as then. 

In their train is heard the murmur of a thousand million 

slaves. 
And behind them is a desert of a thousand million graves. 

So the tramp, the prowling vagrant, maddened for the 

want of bread. 
Makes the beggar, thief or robber, bends with shame his 

childrens'' head. 

So the homeless, hungry outcast, stealing sleepless 

through the night. 
Seeks in suicide a refuge from a world where Might is 

Right. - 

So at last the ruined woman, once unscarred by brand 

of blame, 
Walks the streets of wicked cities, dealing in a life of 

shame. 

Lo! the Masters of the Market dine from gold and silver 

plate. 
Parks and palaces surround them in their insolence of 

state. 
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An Unsent Letter 

They have seized the fruits of labor, snatched the bread 

from those who toiled. 
They have crushed the patient peasant, all his vineyards 

have despoiled. 

While they seek their selfish pleasures, Lazarus at their 

gateway lags. 
While their wives are decked with Jewels, peasant wives 

are hung with rags. 

While their darling dogs are petted, children cry from 

wasting want, 
While their stables all are sumptuous, men go wandering 

pinched and gaunt. 

They deny to manly merit this one right to manly toil. 
They deny to God's own children God's own fruits of sea 
and soil. 

Let them tremble! in the future looms the iron face of 

Fate; 
Let them tremble! no intrenchments shall protect their 

guilty state. 

For the wrath of millions gathers in an overwhelming 

flood, 
And their march shall be resistless, and their cry be 

"Bread or Blood!" 



AN UNSENT LETTER. 

YELLOW and worn after long, long years. 
Hiding its treasures of smiles and tears, 
Breathing soft odors from days of old. 
Sweetest of stories, yet still untold! 
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An Unsent Letter 

Whispers I hear from the faded sheet, 
Saying, "I love you, I love you, sweet! 
Foolishly fond though my words may be. 
Tell me, O tell me, if you love me!" 

Love then was light as the feet of a fawn, 
Brilliant of brow as dazzle of dawn. 
Jocund as June, unwearied of wing. 
Hearing his heart like a goldfinch sing. 

Life was as sweet as a seraph's bliss. 
Youth was a dream, a dimple, a kiss, — 
Beautiful girls and beautiful boys, 
Jubilant smiles and jubilant joys! 

Tattered alone in the garret here, 
Breathing its tidings of hope and fear. 
After the writer grows old and gray. 
After his passion has passed away. 

Did the maiden watch with anxious eyes. 
Pining away with her secret sighs. 
Treading alone with her dead dull pain. 
Waiting your coming, but still in vain? 

Never, O never, love's clasp and kiss. 
Never, O never, love's honeyed bliss. 
Never, O never, love's Summer sun 
Came to the hearts that should have been one. 

Over the earth he wanders alone. 
Callous and cold and cynical grown; 
She who should be a mother and wife, 
Faces alone a long loveless life. 
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In Praise of Myself 

Silent in dust you will sleep at last, 
After dull years of waiting have passed. 
Shall you meet some day in God's own fold, 
And the words of love at last be told? 



IN PRAISE OF MYSELF. 

1AM sick of the lays of love, of the prating of beautiful 
eyes. 
Of the ruby lips, of the golden hair, and of cheeks like 
morning skies; 
For a day will dawn when the eyes grow dim, and the ring- 
lets of gold are gray. 
And Love, like a traitor, when wrinkles come, will silently 
sneak away. 

I am weary of lays of Friendship, too, of the truth that 

never turns. 
Of the trusting hearts and the helping hands, the faith that 

forever burns; 
For when Fate may frown, and when Fortune flies, and 

your golden age is done, 
You will find at last, wherever you go, there is left of your 

friends not one. 

I am weary alike of Prayer, of beseeching of pitiless 

skies, 
Of the wails for help, of the shrieks for aid as the wretch 

in anguish dies; 
For the gods help those who uplift the sword, not those 

who as beggars come. 
To the rich they give, from the poor they take, to the 

weak are deaf and dumb. 
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In Praise of Myself, 

Whenever you hang on another's arm, the soul of your 

strength is past; 
When you give your fate to another's hands, the die of 

your doom is cast; 
Whenever you mumble for mercy here, the day of defeat 

draws nigh; 
Whenever you weep, whenever you wail, you are left to 

droop and die. 

Whenever you win a battle of life, reap riches or gain 

renown, 
No hand but your own on the flaming field will place on 

your head the crown. 
If the palms you bear, if the bays you wear, if you heap 

and hoard your pelf. 
No finger will lift from a friendly arm till first you have 

helped yourself. 

I care not what men or women may say when of outside 

aid they tell. 
For work others do can never suit you — you only can do 

it well. 
And I know this truth, that if win I will, I must win by 

force of might; 
What gift I may crave, what reward I seek, I lose if I do 

not fight. 

Whatever a friend may do for a friend is only refiected 

light, 
From the sun of Self, of splender the source, and without 

which all is night. 
Whenever the fang of a foeman stings, infection never 

takes place 
Unless I myself have poisoned myself, nourishing grafted 

disgrace. 
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In Praise of Myself. 

So I praise myself for fights I have fought, for the enemies 

underfoot hurled. 
And I love myself and I hug myself as I face a hostile 

world; 
And I praise myself that I heeded not the hisses and hoots 

and jeers. 
And with bulldog grip have clung to my rights through all 

of the friendless years. 

Though I blundered oft and I stumbled oft while bleeding 

from thrust on thrust. 
I have faced all foes, have endured all blows, have risen 

when hurled to dust. 
Though many my faults, and my passions strong, and sins 

of self were to down, 
I have forged ahead, and my brow deserves, though never 

it wear, a crown. 

So I praise myself for the fights I fought against all the 

hosts of hell, 
Though I knew at last was a greedy grave, and a shroud 

and a funeral bell. 
I have trod the path which, I know not why, leads on to 

the lonely tomb. 
And never a man or seraph or saint more boldly has 

marched to doom. 

I care not what sage or sophist might do, what higher 

beings might say. 
What counsel of man, what wisdom of God, may have 

shown a better way; 
Had they fought like me, had they bled like me as they 

crept through earth to die, 
I would challenge them all to take up my lot and bear it 

better than I. 
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The Spouse of Art 

I have asked for aid from the sons of men — ^tbey have left 

me all alone; 
I have prayed the gods for a loaf of bread — they faave 

always giyen a stone. 
So I clenched my teeth, and doubled my fists, and I fought 

to hold my own. 
And the mobs of men, when I helped myself, haye begged 

me accept a throne. 

So little I care if they say my words are vanity, pomp or 

conceit. 
For I know that Self and that Self alone, can bring me a 

mess of meat. 
So the little tin gods of the old-time bards I shoye in dust 

on the shelf. 
And asking no leave of a living soul, I take off my hat to 

myself. 

THE SPOUSE OF ART. 



ALXi others I forsake to wed with thee; 
I heed not calls of comrades, maiden's kiss, 
The reveler's rapture or the lover's bliss. 
Or clasp of children nestling on my knee. 
Thy silken yoke is dearer unto me 
Than all the freedom I shall ever miss. 
I brave the cynic's smile, the rabble's hiss, 
The numb neglect, the pangs of poverty. 

Though wealth and pomp and power all have fled 
Since Life conceived and love for thee gave birth. 
My soul, long lost on deserts parched and red. 
Hath found thy green oasis in the dearth. 
And there thy springs, with palms arched overhead. 
Console for all the fruits and flowers of earth. 
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The Spouse of Art 

II . 

All mortal spouses soon must pass away. 

While thou Shalt be forever young and fair; 

No snows shall ever sprinkle in thy hair, 

Nor blue eyes dim and dull to ashen gray. 

No Autumn shall besiege thy morns of May, 

No Winter lay thy leafy bowers bare; 

To slay thy smiles, no frowns shall weave a snare. 

No wrinkles fret thy dimples at their play. 

The earth-bom son or daughter droops and dies. 

May trudge deformed, may sink to sin or shame; 

But offspring of thy bosom shall arise 

Like star-crowned seraphs, flushed with Morning's flame. 

With dream-dim faces and resplendent eyes. 

To add their blissful beauty to my fame. 



Ill 



All other glories are not worth thy gloom. 

All other grandeurs are not worth thy grief; 

No crown of King is worth thy laurel leaf, 

No throne is worth thy follower's glorious tomb. 

Thy brambles seem to be a bower of bloom. 

Thy very tares become a golden sheaf. 

Matched with thy reign, the Hapsburg rule is brief. 

Thy palms more proud than Philip Sidney's plume. 

Though witching warblers throng in elm and oak. 
Thy marvelous melodies leave others mute; 
Beside thee, northern winds may pierce my cloak, 
Tet seem more soft than any lay of lute. 
O Art, in youth, at dawn, I thee invoke. 
And thee at sunset, dying I salute. 
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IDYL OF SPRING. 

HRUSHES up there in branches of bloBsom 
Twitter and trill to swaiylng of trees; 

Rose's red heart and lily-bell's bosom 
Tingle with buzzing and boom of bees. 



Over the way, where in billows of bloom 
Creamy and pink as a cloud of pearls, 

Apple and peach in loveliness loom, 
Linda goes laughing, my girl of girls. 

Linda, my lass of but sixteen years, 
Glides with the grace of a floating flower. 

Stranger to sorrow, untaught in tears, 
Fairest of fays in the bud-scattered bower. 

Standing alone in her frock of white. 
Sprinkled with snows of the plum-tree blooms. 

Stainless and sweet, she is crowned with light. 
Seeming a seraph with folded plumes. 

Pigeons of gray and purple and green. 
Burnished with copper and blue and brown. 

Flutter beside the feet of my queen, 
Swirling and sweeping to touch her gown. 

Treading there, too, is a peacock proud, 
Gaudy with gems like a Hindoo King, 

Spreading his train like a rainbow cloud, 
Switching the grass with his lowered wing. 
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A May-Night Memory 

Moments flit fast, and my Linda goes 
Out of my sight, and she takes away 

Oat of my spring the red of the rose, 
Mirth of my mom, delight of my day. 

May-apples hudding beneath her feet 

Chalices lift of whitest of wax. 
Seeming to show that her footsteps fleet 

Left them behind to trace out her tracks. 

Morning may glow like a pearly shell. 
Purple and pink and iris and blue. 

Dangling with dews the sweet-scented dell, 
Linda, my lass, yet I yearn for you. 
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A MAY-NIGHT MEMORY. 

HE pale moonbeams from crystal chalices 
Stream through the golden-blossomed tulip-trees; 
A bridal barge, with snow-white silken sails, 
The creamy locust waves in gentle gales. 



I thrill with warm pulsations of her breath, 
An odor sweeter than a lilac wreath. 
And spell-boimd, like a bird within a snare, 
I feel the fragrance of her loosened hair. 

Her eyes are like wee blue-birds that are mates, 
Her hands like white doves at the pearly gates; 
Her bosom, like a pure magnolia bloom. 
Heaves in the dimness of enchanted gloom. 

I know I only wander in a dream. 

Yet haimted by her bygone beauties, seem 

To faint from odors of her sweet, sweet breath. 

As frail as buds in waxen hands of death. 
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Poe's Cottage at Fordham, 
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AT SUNSET. 

HE Btar of evening there on high 
Breaks into pearly bloom, — 

The Easter lily of the sky 
In dim cathedral gloom. 

POE'S COTTAGE AT FORDHAM. 



ERE stands the little antiquated house, 
A few old-fashioned flowers at the door; 

The dead past leaves it, quiet as a mouse, 
Though just beyond a giant city roar. 
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See here the curious porch, the attic there, 
The quaint square window with its awkward blind, 

The weather-beaten wall, so blank and bare, 
And shadowed by an apple tree behind. 

Within this room Virginia lay when ill, 
A black cat nestling there to warm her feet; 

And so she languished, growing paler still. 
And shivering as the winds of Winter beat. 

And here her mother through the long, long night 
Watched ever by the poor consumptive's side. 

Here by the smoky lamp's low flickering light 
They looked upon Virginia when she died. 

And here it was they wrapped her in her shroud. 
And hence they took her through the falling snow. 

So on this old house closed at last the cloud 
That haunts it still wtih griefs of long ago. 
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Will You Love Me Still? 

And here the poet's life grew darker still 
As dream by dream had vanished into air; 

Here day by day grew weaker yet his will, 
As golden hopes were rusted in lespair. 

But here were bom those strains that can not die, 
Romances that shall rule the human heart. 

Here Fame, whose summer hears no autumn sigh. 
Shall rear immortal marbles to his art. 

Here Ligeia haunts us with enchanting eyes, 
We catch the rustle of Morella's gown; 

Here Usher treads, and William Wilson dies. 
And Israfel sings Poe's supreme renpwn. 



D 



WILL YOU LOVE ME 8TILL7 

EAR heart, I can not spare thee from my side, 

I look to thee when wrecked and tempest-tost, 
O thoii still faithful when my hopes have died, 
, Friend of the fallen, lover of the lost. 



Though Sin hath bound me, wilt thou break the snare? 

Though glooms may gather, wilt thou bide with me? 
And though Dejection lures me to his lair. 

Wilt thou, O true love, come to set me free? 

Like hapless Norma in her dark despair, 
Seeking to slay her gold-haired girls and boys, 

My soul had raised its deadly dagger there. 
To pierce the bosom of its old-time joys. 

But thou like David with his soothing strains, 
Coming to calm the stormy soul of Saul, 

Canst quell the tempest of my poignant pains. 
Till rainbow gladness arches over all. 
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A February Sunset 

When foeman gather I will feel no fear, 
Though sorely tempted and though sorely tried. 

If thou wilt whisper, "Courage, courage, dear! 
Remember, true heart, I am by thy side!" 

Ah, thou Shalt ease me of my weight of woe. 
My one true hope when other hopes are dead; 

Ah, thou Shalt be my Northern Star aglow, 
The one true friend when other friends have fled. 

Come quickly, like a brave Joan of Arc, 
My shattered banners in the breeze to fling. 

To bear a torch of courage through the dark. 
And win the lost crown for your ruined King. 

A FEBRUARY SUNSET. 

BESIDE this frozen marsh the sedges sigh, 
While keen-edged winds like sabres cut their way; 
A water-fowl is floating there on high. 
Seeking some far-ofC home at close of day. 

The ghostly hills are shrouded white in snow. 
Brown boughs, a-shiver nakedly, are numb; 

A wandering black-robed friar, limps a crow, 
To find on hardened clods a stingy crumb. 

Here weed'3 and brambles, thickly interlaced, 

Hang frail embroidery of hoary frost; 
Here tiny tracks of hares are lightly traced; 

A crying snow-bird seeks the mate he lost. 

A herd of cows goes stumbling up the hill. 
Sunk to their knees in drifts like billowed foam; 

Waring a stick and whistling sharp and shrill, 
A red-cheeked farmer-boy directs them home. 
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A February Sunset 

Near by, the haggard wild-rose bushes spread, 
Like bristling porcupines of prong and thorn; 

A lonesome leaf, where other leaves have fled, 
Is all a-shiver, faded and forlorn. 

A cottage rises in the fields of white. 
Its smoke is curling tremulous and thin; 

Its windows glow like Jaspers through the night, 
Rich with the warmth of blissful love within. 

There like a dewdrop in a scarlet flower 
A star is twinkling in the ruddy sky, 

And sprinkling snow-flelds in a silver shower. 
The new moon's horn of plenty hangs on high. 

The sunset splendor makes the twilight glow 
In purple and in orange clouds of fire, 

As conquering Alexander long ago 
Gave to the torch imperial towers of Tyre. 

The world seems woeful, all its laughter lost. 
The golden dreams of June forever dead. 

No bird, no bud, it seems could brave this frost. 
No May-time resurrect the foliage fled. 

And yet the landscape seems expecting Spring, 
The harsh north wind seems chanting prophecy. 

As though a dead man felt an angel's wing. 
And smiled to know his soul could never die. 
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SONGS OF 
DECEMBER AND JUNE. 



THE ORIOLE. 

I 

ORIOLE, swift oriole, 
All the Orient glories stole 

In the splendor of your sable and your orange plumes, 
Come from tropic lands of fire 
In your royal, rich attire, 

Like the dazzle of a dawning through the ebon midnight 
glooms. 

Oriole, swift oriole. 

Like a fiery-hearted coal. 

Or a blazing topaz in the darkness of a mine, 

Like a blossom black as night 

With a breast of burning light. 

Or the jet and saffron banners of an autumn day's decline. 

Like a meteor's yellow -spark 
In the bosom of the dark, 

Like the flaming treasures of some old Arabian cave, 
Like the gems a gypsy wears, 
Tiger eyes in lurid lairs. 

Or a crown of flashing jewels in a dead king's gloomy 
grave. 

Oriole, swift oriole. 

Like the flerce and fiery soul 

Of a sinful seraph who is doomed for evermore. 

Come from tropic lands of light 

Unto Northern lands of night, 

Over palms of peerless islands, over ocean's sullen roar! 
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The Oriole 

Oriole, swift oriole, 
Tou are like a shining scroll. 

All the tropic glories burnished on your brilliant wings. 
And our tender Northern blooms 
Waken from their chilly tombs 

As you flame above our forests in the summers and the 
springs. 



II 



In the ages that have fled« 
In the generations dead. 

Far away in richest regions of the Southern land, 
Tou were eldest son and heir 
To a proud king ruling there, 

Dwelling at a peerless palace on a splendor-haunted 
strand. 

But one day it came to pass > 

That you loved a beggar lass 

In this Northern land of storm and shadow far away. 
In this land of gloom and grief. 
Wailing wind and autumn leaf, 

Where the queenly summers perish in October skies of 
gray; 

In this land of want and woe. 
In this land of sleet and snow. 
Where the sad September glimmers through a haze of 

tears, 
Where the birds are poor and plain, 
And the blossoms all are slain, 
"V^Hiere the dark December conquers all the kingdoms of 

^.he years. 
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The Oriole 

And the beggar maiden thrush 
All her silvery songs would hush 
If she heard your footsteps coming to her secret nest; 
For your love the lass returned. 
And her fervent bosom burned. 

And her gentle heart would flutter with a sweet and sad 
unrest. 

But they tore you two apart. 
Prisoned you with aching heart 
Far away beyond the trackless oceans of the South, 
Leaving her to pine alone. 
With the winter winds to moan, 

And your kisses fell no longer on her eager, upturned 
mouth. 

But you prayed and pleaded so. 
In your loneliness and woe. 

That they let you come to see her as the springtime came, 
And you lingered by her side. 
Through the golden Summer tide. 

Till the mournful Autumn shattered all her palaces of 
flame. 

And you come to see her still 

When the springtime bowers thrill. 

When the gorgeous summer blossoms on the hill-tops 

blaze. 
When the tiger-lily blows. 
And the trumpet-flower glows. 
And the golden August harvests glimmer in a mellow 

maze. 

From the South you flutter forth 

To the grim and gloomy North, 

And you bring the flery splendors of the tropic noons, 
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The Oriole 

Bringing dreams of plumy palms, 
Bringing dreams of slumbering calms, 
Where the everlasting summer in delicious languor 
swoons. 

But when autumn showers come, 
And the blossoms all are numb« 

You must leave the little maiden, whom you love, alone; 
When the winds of winter blow. 
And the Qelds are filled with snow. 

She must wander, broken-hearted, as the bitter tempests 
moan. 

Oriole, swift oriole^ 

So it was with mine own soul 

When the One Love came to greet me with his flags of 

fire; 
All was piercing, burning bliss. 
Life was like a clinging kiss, 
And my breast was palpitating with a sweet and strange 

desire. 

Love has brought me days of dole; 

Love my peace and quiet stole 

When he came with fierce embraces from the fervent 

South, 
When he came from fabled lands. 
And he pressed my trembling hands. 
And I felt the honeyed kisses from his passion-pulsing 

mouth. 

Oriole, swift oriole. 
Like a black and smouldering coal. 
Is my heart, that once was burning with a golden glow. 
And the fields of lambent light 
Now are hid in solemn night, 

And my summer's tropic splendors shrouded in December 
snow. 
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THE BLUEBIRD. 

HEN the bluebird comes in the days of 
spring, 

With a sweet, soft note and a swift, wild wing, 
When the redbuds blush and the dogwoods bloom. 
And the daffodil comes from her chilly tomb, 



When the fox-glove peers through the tender grass, 
And the bluet peeps like a roguish lass. 
When the south winds rush with a awirl of showers, 
And a bugle blast through tLie budding bowers. 

Then I hear the moan and the pensive plaint 
Of his throbbing throat, like a love-song faint 
From the far, far lands where the dear ones go 
When they leave us lorn in a world of woe. 

So the primrose knows of his secret well, 
And the brown bee learns from the lily bell, 
And the wrens have heard from the friendly doves 
That the violet is the one he loves. 

And they say his heart is forever true 
To the one wee maid with the eyes of blue; 
At his songs she wakes in the morning light. 
And they fold her lids at the fall of night. 

In the days of old, so the wild flowers say. 
When the world was young as an April day. 
When the red man roved through the Western wild 
With a heart as free as a wilful child, 
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The Bluebird 

Then the bluebird came as an angel white 
From the lands of love and the lands of light, 
Where the blasts never blow and the skies never 

snow. 
And he trod with men through the world below. 

Till his eyes were cast on the damsel sweet. 
With her flower-like face and her fawn-like feet. 
And they loved so well that the birds and bees 
Would repeat the tale to the gossiping trees. 

Of a mortal race was the lovely maid. 
And the day would dawn when her face would fade. 
While the angel came from a world on high. 
Where the night falls not, nor the blest ones die. 

In her youth and Joy was the arrow sped. 
And they laid her low with the dreamless dead; 
So she passed away from her loyal brave. 
And his clasp and kiss to the silent grave. 

So the fleet days fly and the years pass by. 
And the centuries fade and the ages die, 
And he pines away in his passion true 
Till his raiment white is an ashen blue. 

So the bluebird sings to his long-lost love 
Through the fields below and the skies above. 
From the noon to night, through the misty morn. 
Through the summers, the springs, till the falls 
forlorn. 

And she loves him so as he pours his notes. 
And the dear, dear call through the forest floats 
In her moulded shroud, after long, long years. 
She awakes at last and her loved one hears. 
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The Bluebird 

When the springtime comes through the sleet and 

snow. 
She thrills at his call in her grave below, 
And returns to him with her dear, dark eyes, 
So a violet blooms under April skies. 

But the bluebird sings, and her lips are dumb. 
And the bluebird calls, but she cannot come. 
And the one reply she makes from her tomb 
Is her soft, soft breath, with its frail perfume. 

When he sings love-songs she but sobs and sighs, 
And her sweet, sweet breath in its dumbness dies; 
As the dew-drops fall she is faint with fears, 
And her blue, blue eyes are bedimmed with tears. 

But the wild flowers hear what the lovers say 
Through the ardent hours of the April day; 
They have told the words of their songs to me, 
And so I will tell of their secrets to thee. 

The Bluebird. 

"Violet sweet, with the eyes of blue, 
Violet sweet, with the diadem dew, 
Violet sweet, the dearest to me, 
Violet sweet, I am waiting for thee! 



Ljring alone in thy dungeon gloom. 
Parted from me in thy mournful tomb, 
See, I await with a heart of lead, — 
Listen to me^ and wake from the dead! 

Violet sweet, I am filled with fears, 
Violet sweet, I am blind with tears, 
Violet sweet, awake to my trill, 
Violet sweet, I am faithful still! 

213 



I *» 



The Bluebird 



The Violet 

"Beautiful bird, I have waited long. 
Beautiful bird, I have heard thy song. 
Beautiful bird, bo faithful to me. 
Beautiful bird, I love none but thee! 

"Waiting for years under dank, dark sods. 
Shrouded and still under hard, cold clods. 
Numb with despair, my hopes had all fled. 
Scattered and lost with the dreamless dead. 

"Beautiful bird, bringing life unto me, 
Beautiful bird, I am searching for thee. 
Beautiful bird, from death I depart. 
Beautiful bird, to thy sweet, sweet heart!" 

The Bluebird. 

"Loving thee still when the red birds call, 
Loving thee still when the red leaves fall, 
Loving thee still when the blue-bell blows, 
Loving thee still through the chill, white snows; 



"Loving thee still in the radiant noons. 
Loving thee still under ghostly moons. 
Loving thee still as the days go by, 
Loving thee still as the dim years die.' 



The Violet. 

"Dreaming of thee in the bleak, black earth, 
Dreaming of thee in the dim, dark dearth, 
Dreaming of thee in the morning light, 
Dreaming of thee in the mournful night; 
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The Humbler Poets 

"Dreaming of thee through the winter gloom, 
Dreaming of thee through the springtime bloom. 
Dreaming of thee as I ope to the sky. 
Dreaming of thee as I wither and die/' 

The Bluebird. 
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And the wild rose singeth her songs to me. 
Seeking, O precious, to woo me from thee. 
And her proud head bends from her stately seat 
In scorn upon thee far down at her feet; 

The marsh lily sayeth she is fairer by far. 
With her white, white breast, her face like a star. 
She begs me, O sweet, to flee from thy side 
And make her, O sweet, my love and my bride. 

'But never shall I grow faithless to thee, 
O fairest and sweetest and truest to me! 
My heart and my soul forever are wed 
To the one lost love in realms of the dead." 
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THE HUMBLER POETS. 

HE critic wonders why the lowly bards 
Still write and write when no one seems to read. 

When fame and fortune still refuse rewards. 
And when the world gives but a wreath of weed. 



But still. Sir Critic, they have done their best, 
And more than that not Shakespeare's self has done; 

For while God gave ten talents to the rest. 
To these poor poets He has given but one. 
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The Humbler Poets 

And if a lowly singer dries one tear. 
Or soothes one humble human heart in pain, 

Be sure his homely verse to God is dear, 
And not one stanza has been sung in vain. 

So when they give their humble songs of praise. 
Their simple lines find favor in His sight. 

And when He loves to hear their little lays, 
Rebuke not, for His spirit sayeth, "Write!" 



They do not come as kings and queens of song, 
Surrounded by the pomp of spears and shields, 

But patient peasants, suffering scorn and wrong. 
To labor in His vineyards and his fields. 

Theirs not the strains of thrushes' golden throats 
That haunt the soul with dreamings of delight. 

Nor peerless mock-birds' palpitating notes. 
That thrill the morning and the noon and night; 

But like the robins, with their hopeful trill. 
They bring first tidings of the coming spring, 

Or, like brown snow-birds in the winter chill. 
They cheer us when their brothers will not sing. 

They come not like the roses, winged with fire. 
In scarfs of scarlet or in gowns of gold. 

Nor like the lilies, spotless in attire, 
Whose leaflets like a seraph's plumes unfold; 

But, like wild cowslips, fresh from nature's woof. 

That make a poet of a farmer boy. 
Or daisies on a dusty city roof. 

That give a poor sick working-woman Joy. 
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Capella 

Then sing on, humble poet! God will hear, 
And He will praise you for your work well done; 

Then, when you see Him, you may find no peer 
Among the throngs that sing around Hia throne. 
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CAPELLA. 

MID the solemn shadows of the night 

I see Capella, star of stars, arise, 
In everlasting splendor, creamy white, 

The snowy-golden beauty of the skies. 

Night after night I see her rise again. 
Immortal, ever young and ever proud. 

An empress bom for evermore to reign, 
To shine upon my cradle and my shroud. 

She sees me when a halcyon-hearted boy, 

I tread through dewy buds in morning years; 

She sees old age my royal hopes destroy, 
And sees my gray head bent with toils and tears. 

She sees my heart's own darling, young and gay. 
And sees her fondly treading by my side; 

She sees her taken from me far away 
Beyond the mountains and the oceans wide. 

She sees the mighty monarchs in their mirth, 
And sees their sceptres redden into rust; 

She sees the haughty empires at their birth. 
And sees their ruins crumble into dust. 

But when our skies are flecked with autumn leaves. 
Or with the fluttering flakes of winter snows. 

When earth above her dying millions grieves. 
And sobs and sobs amid her myriad woes: 
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The Moofi'flmver 

In that far Island of immortal light 
Imperial Summer lingers eyermore, — 

A land of lilies, robed in ipotless white, 
Beyond the earthquake and the ocean roar; 

And there the great gods in their banquet halls 
With wreaths of roses deck their golden hair. 

No flower fades, no autumn leaflet falls. 
And Joy is never shadowed by Despair. 

And there within their marble palaces 
They quaff the purple and the golden wine, 

And» gazing in the crystal chalices. 
Forget our heart-aches in their bliss divine. 

THE MOON-FLOWER. 

I SEE the splendor of thy blooms of white. 
Spotless and stainless as a cherub's plume. 
Adorning solemn shadows of the night, 

As though to waste thy glory on the gloom. 

Not like the gorgeous blossoms of the mom. 

In princely purple or In royal red, 
Amid the glories of the sunrise born^ 

To wither when their lover. Dawn, lies dead; 

Nor like thy radiant sisters of the noon, 
With burning bosoms blushing in the sun, 

Whose fierce embraces make them sway and swoon, 
Until they perish as the day is done; 

For they have felt their fervent love returned, 
And all the ardor of a clasp and kiss. 

Have palpitated and have thrilled and burned 
In sweet delirium of the lover's bliss; 
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The Poppy 

While thou, pale virgin, pinest all alone, 
A shrouded star, in ghostly robes of white; 

No lover's kiss thy pearl-pure face hath known 
To make thee pant with passionate delight. 

No brown bee ever comes to taste thy lips, 
No bird will ever sing his songs to thee, 

No sunbeam steals to touch thy tingling tips, 
Thy maiden charms no bridal day shall see. 

And yet, O peerless, pearly, pure moon flower. 
Thy sweet mouth trembles with a strange perfume. 

And thou dost make a heaven of thy bower 
Though no true lover comes to cheer thy doom. 

And so thy tale of love Is never told. 
Thy secret dieth with the morning light, 

Though virgin bosoms throb, we call thee cold. 
And see thee die in barrenness and blight. 

And so True Love amid the darkness blooms. 

In silence, desolation — ^all alone. 
With snow-white splendor lost in mournful glooms. 

And lives and dies unheeded or unknown. 

THE POPPY. 

BESIDE the pathway, as I tread along, 
I see the poppy, flushed with flerce desire. 
Her hot breath like a passion-panting song, — 
A scarlet siren with a heart of fire. 

She tempts the traveler with her wicked wiles 
To sweet, delicious slumber in her snare. 

To snatch lewd kisses and to share her smiles. 
And revel in the raptures of her lair. 
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The Chrysanthemum 

She offers him her red, voluptuous mouth, 
Her bright head bending like a serpent's crest, 

Her sighs like fierce siroccos of the South 
Above the billows of her burning breast. 

She grasps him in her swoonful, sinful arms. 
And hides her lover in her shining hair; 

She smites him with the splendor of her charms, 
And binds him with her secret sweets laid bare. 

And soon her captive learns to love her so 
That he will glory in her sin and shame; 

He throws the world away to share her woe. 
And madly rushes to her bed of flame. 

He then forgets the loved ones of the past, 
The fame and fortune that he sought of yore. 

His pride and honor in the dust are cast. 
And all his hopes are slain for evermore. 

And so I fancy ages long ago. 

When thou wert young and sweet and full of grace, 
Some son of man seduced thee, wrought thy woe. 

And thou hast sworn to wreck his hateful race. 

So thou, O poppy, flamest by my path. 
In all thy scarlet splendor, fierce and fell. 

To fiaunt high heaven in its righteous wrath. 
Handmaid of Satan, harlot queen of hell. 
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THE CHRYSANTHEMUM. 

HRYSANTHEMUM, chrysanthemum. 

When autumn winds are numb. 

When jasmines all have fled, 

And pansies all are dead, 

I see your gorgeous robes unfold. 

In crimson and in purple and in gold. 
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My First Book 

ChryBanthemum, chrysanthemum. 

When all the birds are dumb. 

When leafless boughs are chill, 

And summer insects stilly 

I feel your passionate perfume, 

A fervid sweetness in this lonesome gloom. 

Chrysanthemum, chrysanthemum, 

So shall the poet come; 

Through shattered spring-time bowers. 

Through chill November showers. 

To rear his kingdom in the frost. 

Consoling men for summers that are lost. 

MY FIRST BOOK. 

OCR little volume, awkward, rough and crude, 
Now soiled and battered like a tarnished toy! 
Yet thou "^ert once my childhood's pride and Joy 
Before contemptuous critics might intrude; 
And so I treasure still thy verses rude. 
As some poor mother loves her first-born boy, 
Who comes deformed, her high hopes to destroy, 
And fill her breast with sad solicitude. 

Still, I was happy In those perished years. 
Ere Sin had lured me onward to her snare. 
While now my soul is racked with fitful fears. 
And Sorrow makes my gloomy heart her lair. 
O for thy childish joys, to dry my tears. 
Thy. childish hopes, to soothe my dark despair! 

THE POET TO HIS BOOK. 

SEND thee forth upon an unknown sea. 

Where many a bark hath perished long before. 
In thee, my ship, I put the heart of me. 
To sail, or sink from sight forevermore. 
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The Poet to His Book 

My treasures all are there like silken bales, 

Ambitions, aspirations, fancies, fears. 
And in thy cargo, under snowy sails. 

Are all my joys and smiles and hopes and tears. 

I see thy white breast, like a stately swan. 
Go forth to brave the wild waves of the deep, 

When summer skies are rosy with the dawn. 
And all deceitful tempests seem asleep. 

God grant thee strength to live through stormy shocks, 
God guide thee ever under Summer skies. 

And send thee safely by the reefs and rocks 
To ever-blooming isles of Paradise. 

Mayhap thy verse in ages yet to come 

Shall tell my secrets unto alien ears. 
When these poor lips have lain for centuries dumb 

And I have mouldered for a thousand years; 

When she to whom in vain my love is told 
No longer reigns a Princess young and proud. 

When clods have covered all her locks of gold 
And starry eyes are hidden in her shroud. 

And then perchance when all our tribes have fled. 
When all the sceptres of the earth are rust, 

When all the kingdoms of our day are dead, 
And all our cities crumbled into dust; 

When other nations with another tongue 

Have overcome the nations of to-day, 
When heroes now unknown are praised and sung, 

And unborn poets hold the world in sway; 
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Mv Bride 

When empires of the Australasian seas 

Have stolen Europe's light and Europe's soul, 

And when the traveler knows all mysteries 
From Afric Jungle to the Northern' pole; 

When crumbling idols, wreathed with weeds and vines. 
Gaze from the ruined temples of to-day, 

When strange, new gods are throned in other shrines, 
And all our earth and heaven have passed away; — 

Then may my thoughts in others live again, 
A million bosoms may my transports share, 

A million friends may feel my joy and pain, 
A million lovers feel my deep despair; 

And gentle maids may give me soulful sighs 
For true love offered that was not returned. 

May hearken to my fervent melodies. 
And sob at learning how my bosom burned; 

And I will tell to all the sons of men 
How fair the maiden whom I now adore. 

And they shall hearken to my story then. 
And learn how I grew sad for evermore; 

And they shall know my hours of loneliness, 
My true heart's anguish and unheeded sighs. 

And how she slew my hopes of happiness 
With daggers of her splendor-streaming eyes. 

MY BRIDE. 

SEE thee coming robed in spotless white. 

My stately swan, my pure and peerless dove. 
My star of morning, diademed with light, 
Bringing me lilies from the land of love. 
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My Bride 

I see a miBty Tell around thee float, 
As fragile as a dream — O bride so fair. 

Wearing pale roses at thy pearly throat, 
And orange-blossoms In thy shining hair! 

As lovely as the maiden moon In May, 
Above the lilacs where the lovers meet. 

With springtime sonc:sters warbling In thy way. 
And all the summer flowers at thy feet. 

The dawn Is rising like a rosy boy. 

Running before thee, strewing garlands green. 
Thy pretty page, with tidings full of joy. 

Bride of my soul, my princess and my queen! 

Tet something tells me thou wilt never come. 
No bridal day mine eyes shall ever see, 

That I must wait until my heart grows numb. 
Longing forever, precious love, for thee. 

I dream I see thee in the spirit lands, 
With wan moon flowers In thy wreath of white, 

A radiant star-like cereus in thy hands, — 
The ghostly empress of the blooms of night; 

I see the pale daturas in that waste. 

Sick with the sweetness of their poisoned breath. 
And I behold thee. In thy beauty chaste. 

Treading alone, to be the bride of Death. 

But oh, my sweet, I fear another doom. 
More than the coffin, shroud, and burial stone, — 

That, ere we two are laid within the tomb, 
Another, sweet, shall claim thee for his own. 
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'When I Have Lost You" 

Though I am so unworthy, precious bride, 
And though his soul is not so dark as mine, 

I cannot bear to see thee by his side, 
I cannot bear to hear thee call him thine. 

Forgive, forgive this selfish, selfish heart 
That shudders as it dreams of thee as dead. 

Yet prays and prays, if we are torn apart. 
That thou, like me, be evermore unwed! 
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"WHEN I HAVE LOST YOU." 

HEN I have lost you, sweet, for evermore, 
When others whom you trust not, come to woo, 
Will you be happy as in years of yore, 
Or will you find a lover half so true? 



False loves may dazzle with deceitful bloom. 
Heartless and soulless, on capricious wing. 

Like gaudy tropic fiowers without perfume. 
Or gaudy tropic birds that never sing; 

But you may long to see my dead heart rise 

To tell its stories of unheeded throes. 
When autumn fades the splendor of your eyes 

And bright brown tresses all are flecked with snows. 

I wonder if your heart will ache for me 
When one less kind shall claim you for his own; 

If you will long my loving face to see 
When others leave you, dear, to weep alone; 

If you will miss me in your distant home. 
And long to see me sitting by your side. 

Then hear another's careless footstep come — 
Your loveless master — weal or woe betide? 
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''IVIicn I Have Lost You' 

ho longer shall I tread with footsteps free 
Through flowery fields that knew me when a boy. 

And bear the brooks and breezes sing to me. 
To thrill me with the story of their joy; 

No longer shall I heed the summer skies, 
The rose of mom, the lily of the noon. 

The splendid sunset's iridescent dyes, 
The golden blossom of the rising moon. 

And then my heart, a captive evermore. 

Shall linger, like a bird of paradise 
Shut in a cage upon a Northern shore. 

With drooping plumage and with faded eyes. 

He gazes out upon the dusty town. 
And hears the endless tread of restless feet, 

Surrounded by the dingy roofto of brown 
And the dull thunder of the city street. 

And when the Autumn strews her withered leaves, 
And dark December scatters down his snowia» 

For vanished tropic splendors still he grieves 
Where spring-time, like a fadeless blossom, blows; 

He longs once more to see the plumy palms. 
The vines, with clustered fruitage drooping low. 

The tangled wilderness of blooms and balms. 
The seas of sapphire and the peaks of snow. 

And then he yearns to see his mate again. 
Far, far away in forests of the South, 

To tell her of his long, long years of pain, 
And woo her, breast to breast and mouth to mouth; 
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The Queen of the Valentines 

But Btill he feels he is forgotten there, 
And long ago she chose another mate. 

Forgetful of his faithful heart's despair. 
So, if set free, his call would come too late. 



THE QUEEN OF THE VALENTINES. 

I 

a f ITTLE bird, little bird, coming back from the South, 
Where spring-time's youth never dies. 
With a melody sweet in your passionate mouth 
To gladden our gloomy skies; 
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"Little bird, little bird, in the days long ago, 

A prince you lived and you died. 
And you flit like a leaf through the sun and the snow, 

Over earth and ocean wide. 

"Tou have seen in the days that forever have fled 

Full many a fair, fair face. 
And to-day you behold merry maidens that tread 

With gladsomest fawn-like grace; 

"Will you say, little bird, if you've seen in your flight 

A maiden as fair as mine; 
With a smile half as sweet, with a step half as light. 

Or eyes, like her own, divine?" 
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"Never, O never, in sunshine or shadow. 
Never, O never, on mountain or meadow. 
Never, O never, in legends of glory. 
Never, O never, in song pr in story, 
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The Queen of the Valentines 

"On the glad, green earth or the ocean wide, 

Has a maiden lived or a maiden died, 

In the huts below or the halls above, 

As sweet as the sweet, sweet maid you love. 

"There were proud, proud queens in the days of old. 
With their white, white brows and their locks of gold, 
So stately and tall, so witchingly sweet. 
That the heroes died at their lovely feet; 

"There were maids beloved by the bards of yore. 
Whose beauty is treasured for evermore 
In the songs still sung as the bards sang then. 
And ever shall be by the sons of men; 

"Though the heart regrets, and the memory lingers 
On the vanished queens and sweethearts of singers, 
O lover, O lover, the maiden thou greetest 
Is fairest of all, and brightest and sweetest." 

Ill 

All things that are fair at night and at noon 

Are blent in the face of -my sweet. 
From the stately orb of the full white moon 

To the bluebell low at her feet; 

From the diamond crown of the evening star 

To the dew on the pansy's plume. 
From the blush in cheeks of the dawn afar 

To the blush on the peachtree's bloom. 

Fairer than them all in the ages fled, 

In the banished or vanished scenes, 
Than roses living or the lilies dead, 

Sweetest of sweethearts, queen of queens! 
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KATHARINE. 

POEM thou wouldst have me write to thee. 
But words are all too weak and rhymes too dull 
To bear the message from the heart of me, 
O maiden, blithest and most beautiful, 



Though I should warble melting melodies 

As sweet as singing of a dying swan 
That floats with white wings under roseate skies 

To perish in the splendors of the dawn. 

I find a romance in thy gladsome grace. 

Love-stories in the mazes of thy hair, 
A peerlesB poem in thy fair young face. 

And in thy soul a song beyond compare, 

A lover's lute-strings in thy laughter sweet, 
With strains of seraphs in thy gentle sighs, 

A lilting lyric in thy footsteps fleet, 
And tragic splendor in thy sparkling eyes. 

A SUMMER NIGHT. 

DO you remember how the moon arose that summer 
night, 
And how it bathed the dahlias in its mellow golden 
light? 
Do you remember how the mock-bird twittered in his tree, 
And how the whole world seemed a paradise to you and 
me? 

Do you remember how the lilies, diademed with dew. 
Seemed like a throng of white-robed bridesmaids, waititig 
there for you? 
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A Summer Night 



The roses' rippling laughter, as you blushed a deeper red. 
As though they knew your lover now had come to woo 
and wed? 

Do you remember, sweetheart, how my words of passion 

burned, 
And how you told me, sweetheart, that my love had been 

returned? 
Do you remember, sweetheart, how you promised to be 

true. 
And how my bosom bounded, sweetheart, for the love of 

you? 

No! you forgot the vows you made that summer night 

divine. 
While I was fated to be true for evermore to mine; 
The sad September wandered through that summer's 

golden sheaves, 
And scattered in her pathway palpitating withered leaves. 

The flowers that you gave me, see, I have them still, my 
dear! 

Though all have faded, sweetheart, I have kept them treas- 
ured here; 

Poor little withered clusters! they have lost their old 
perfume, 

And like my dead hopes, sweetheart, never more shall 
break in bloom. 

The mocking-bird who trilled for us that golden summer 

night 
Upon a blasted tree sings through the gray November 

light; 
I listen to the gurgle of his melodies divine, 
But never more shall feel your kisses sweetly answering 

mine. 

230 



w 



RENAN'S LIFE OF JE8U8. 

ONDBRFUL story of sad, sad years, 
Wonderful story of tolls and tears, 
Annals of anguish, of grief and gloom. 
Breaking at last into brilliant bloom. 



Over and over again I tread 
Vistas where Jesus has begged His bread. 
Soothing and healing, with words of love 
Whiter than wings of a snow-white dove. 

Beautiful words that silence our strife. 
Beautiful words of light and of life. 
Beautiful words no doom can destroy, 
Beautiful words bringing dreams of joy; 

Beautiful words that shall right all wrongs. 
Beautiful words like the angels' songs. 
Beautiful words that have calmed my fears. 
Beautiful words that have dried my tears. 

Sweeter than breath of the spring-time flowers. 
Softer than swirls of the autumn showers, 
Splendor of song and splendor of story. 
Decking his brows with garlands of glory! 

Lighter than touch of an angel's fingers. 
Clearer than notes of the stateliest singers, 
Pathos of winds in the pine-trees sighing, 
Sobs of a harp in the distance dying! 
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Bellini 

Dreaming of Thee I ponder alone, 
Longing for Thee, I sob and I moan, 
Doubting and fearing, forever I grleye, 
Crjrlng to Thee, "O make me believe!" 

After your feet have trod to each door, 
After you blesa the rich and the poor. 
After you smile on hut and on hall, 
Come unto me, the vilest of all. 

When the daylight dies in twilight cold. 
And the watchers come my hands to fold, 
When my poor dim eyes no pathway see, 
O, prince of heaven, will you think of me? 
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BELLINI. 

E often wonder why he died so young. 

Before his cheeks had lost their boyhood bloom, 
Before the sweetest of his songs were sung. 
Before his spring-time blossoms found their tomb. 



But when he left his home beyond the skies 
To tread the desolated fields of earth. 

The angels kissed him, gazed with tearful eyes. 
To see him leave their blisses for our dearth; 

And they had taught him sweetest songs on high. 
The notes that seraphs trill around the throne. 

Too lovely for our sullied earth and sky. 
Where peace and rest shall nevermore be known; 

And so they said, "We bid thee never sing 
The songs we taught thee unto mortal ears ; 

The tidings of our joys no soul must bring 
To still their sobs or wipe away their tears; 
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Napoleon and Byron 

Their hearts must never know our secret bliss, 
The peerless glories of our home on high; 

So if thou ever darest tread amiss. 
Remember that thy day of doom is nigh." 

But when he came he melted at our tears. 
And sang the notes of angels in the skies, 

To still our sobs and soothe our fitful fears, — 
The sweetest of our sweetest melodies. 

And so the angels. Jealous of our race. 

Called Death to still his grand, triumphant stave; 
They slew him in his glory and his grace. 

And hushed the sweet songs in his silent grave. 
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NAPOLEON AND BYRON. 

WO names together linked for evermore; 

Their onward march no kingdoms can retard; 
Their banners flame on every sea and shore. 

Immortal chieftain and immortal bard. 



Napoleon's name no longer awes the world; 

His legions long ago have shared his doom. 
His stately empire in the dust is hurled. 

His aspirations ended In a tomb. 

And Byron lost the fickle praise of man 
Amid the blossom of his youthful grace; 

So then Death came to drag unto his den 
The classic beauty of that perfect face. 

And yet they live triumphant o'er their shrouds. 
In song and story, legend and romance. 

One, like an eagle, soars above the clouds. 
One, like a lion, rules the soul of France. 
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Debt 

Sons of the moimtaiiis and the stomiy sea. 
With souls of thunder, and wtth hearts of flame. 

The czar of heroes, prince of poesy. 
The Sponse of Beauty, and the Khig of Fame. 
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DEBT. 

NCE, In the glory of my morning years. 
When, like my life, the whole wide world was 
young. 
When earth seemed free from sighs and sobs and tears. 
And love was like a lyric still unsung; 



When boyish heart and soul were free from stain. 
And I knew not the face of dark despair. 

While still the garlands hid the iron chain. 
Before the lion leaped from out his lair; 

I heeded not the world's time-worn advice. 
Which whispered that the one friend was a purse. 

And so they shut me from my paradise. 
And bade me wander with a debtor's curse. 

So day by day my hopes have passed away, 

Day after day I struggle to forget, 
Day after day my locks are growing gray. 

And I am slaving for the monster. Debt. 

I heed no more the summer or the spring, 

The autumn aster or the April bud, 
The bluebird's warble or the redbird's wing, — 

I only hear a clamor for my blood. 
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The Penitentiary 

O for the freedom of old days again! 

O for the glory of those golden skies! 
O for the high ambitions that are slain! 

O for the mirth of old-time melodies! 

But so my heart must cast its hopes away, 
Till rest and peace and calmness all are gone, 

Like some frail ship with furious storms at bay, 
Whose men throw out her treasures one by one; 

Or like the Russian traveller in his sleigh. 
Who hears the wolves pursue with curdling cries, 

Then casts his children, one by one, away. 
To stay their hunger as for life he flies. 

The one I love best leaves me too, at last. 
To wander in a world of doubts and fears, 

To brave alone the biting winter blast. 
Till death shall come to wipe away my tears. 

But O, if I could give my life to pay 
My soul from out this desolating ban. 

How I should long to give that life away. 
Then slumber in my grave, — an honest man! 
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THE PENITENTIARY. 
I 

SEE the convicts in disgraceful stripes 

Come homeward to their cells at set of sun. 
The whole world's most despised, disgusting types. 
As hopeless as the day that now is done. 



The penitentiary opens iron jaws 
To swallow up the mass of shame and sin, 

The cages seize ttiem in their rusty claws. 
And eiant gates are locked to keep them in. 
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The Penitentiary 

Their faces all are foul, their hands unclean, 

Their aching ankles drag the Iron ball. 
And two by two they bear a clanking chain; 

Their heads are shaved to show their hopeless fall. 

One sings lewd songs, one tells a wicked Jest, 
They laugh at honor and they laugh at shame; 

All that on earth is sweetest and Is best 
Is scofCed and blasphemed with a vulgar name. 

Here comes a man who sought to make escape; 

Behold the swollen stripes of whip and rod! — 
What shame to think that one In mortal shape 

Should beat and spit upon a child of God! 

I pity them and feel a rush of tears, 
But not one creature there has tears to shed. 

For none have ever sobbed since childhood years, 
As all their hopes and loves and Joys are dead. 

And then my heart is hardened as I hear 
How every virtue from their souls is driven; 

I shrink and shudder as they come too near. 
Exiled from Earth and barred from hopes of Heaven! 

II 

And yet I feel all good is not yet lost; 

This man would share with me his crust of bread. 
Would bring me water when with fever tost. 

Or share with me his narrow iron bed. 

Or, if I told him some sweet tale of love, 
A smile would light his face's dull despair. 

As radiant as the white wings of a dove 
Amid the dlirkness of a panther's lair- 
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The Penitentiary 

Once more a tender touch his heart would feel 
To think of one he loved In years of yore. 

Before the Law came, with its chains of steel, 
And bade him banish hope for evermore. 

Or, if I travelled through a lonely land. 
In storms of midnight, when my feet grew sore, 

Were he a hermit, he would take my hand 
And give me gracious welcome to his door. 

Or, if a slave, I hid from haunts of men. 
Or fled in terror from pursuing hounds, 

This thief would lead me safely to his den. 
And pour the oil upon my burning wounds. 

If this be true of this poor convict now. 
How sweeter, happier might have been his fate 

If chance temptation had not warped his brow. 
And friendly warning had not come too late! 
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And there are thousands in the world to-day 
Who never will be called to answer crimes. 

Enthroned in wealth to rule with despot sway. 
Though viler than these clods a hundred times. 

The shivering wretch who steals a tattered coat. 
Or crust to keep his starving soul alive, 

A rusty penny, or a cankered groat, — 
That is the thief the world will not forgive. 

But he who blights a maiden in her bud, 
Who snatches gold by force, or fraud, or might. 

And he who bathes a nation in its blood. 
Walks forth as free as Heaven's own air and light. 
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The Penitentiary 

Here treads a generous spendthrift, who at last. 

In evil moment, like a culprit fell; 
His fawners and his flatterers of the past. 

All, all have left him in a convict's cell; 

And as he treads in felon's stripes and chains. 
He learns the story told from sun to sun, — 

Be generous; and men mock you for your pains; 
Be selfish; and your crown is surely won. 

Here comes a poor old drunkard, weak and worn. 
His face all bloated, dark with leaden care. 

His ashen eyes, once clear as skies of mom. 
Are dim and dull with unexpressed despair; 

While he who held the bottle to his lips, 
Who robbed him of his last poor coin at play. 

And she whose sweet lies made his soul's eclipse. 
Are roving free and happy far away. 

Here comes a woman who was pure and young, 
A lily that was trampled in the dust, 

Whose lover's treason like an adder stung, — 
Another victim to a foolish trust; 

But while she pines in penitentiary walls 
Her false seducer never shares her doom; 

He treads his measures in his gilded halls. 
She in the treadmill of this living tomb. 

And she shall kiss no more the rose when red. 
And in her saucy sweetness laugh aloud; 

A felon's couch shall be her bridal bed, 
A wreath of fennel rest upon her shroud. 
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The Penitentiary 

Tet though the world may not belieye me Just, 
I pardon him who steals a loaf of bread, 

But not the wretch who breaks my tender trust, 
And leaves me with an aching heart of lead. 

My soul forgives that poor old drunken man. 
That outcast, shivering through the cruel town. 

But not the chieftain of a robber clan. 
Who steals my freedom and who wears a crown. 

But then the world Is strong and I am weak; 

You are the creatures of the powers that be; 
So you must fester In your dungeoni^ bleak 

Till Death shall come at last to set you free. 

III. 

But midnight comes; each on a bed of straw, 
I see the two men and the woman He; 

Their servitude has satisfied the law, 
For now the time of death is drawing nigh. 

Their fevered brains are swayed by fitful dreams, 
Their dim eyes glance through scenes of perished 
years. 

And sweet, sad visions come in hazy gleams 
Beyond the realm of sin and shame and tears. 

And they remember, in a broken prayer. 
With deaf, dull ears and dim and dying eyes, 

How Christ once calmed the dying thief s despair, — 
"To-day thou meetest me in Paradise." 



Who is this stranger treading by to-night, — 
A stranger coming from the far, far lands, 

His sad face lovely with a smile of light. 
Who bears the print of nails upon his hands? 
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The Penitentiarv 

"Behold, ye dying slnnera! wake, arise! 

Ho, turnkey. Jailer, open unto me! 
For we shall meet to-night in Paradise, 

The King of Heaven Himself has pardoned ye! 

"Behold, ye dying sinners! wake, arise! 

Ho, turnkey, jailer, open unto me! 
The convict in his straw-strewn dungeon dies. 

For Christ Himself has come to set him free I" 
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BETROTHED. 

THOU hast my heart, and thou shalt have my hand, 
Thy captive shall not crave her freedom more; 
Wert thou an exile on a desert shore. 
For thee my feet should leave their native land; 
If on thou brow were Cain's accursed brand, 
Thee as a white-robed saint would I adore; 
Wert thou my master, I in bondage sore 
Would rather serve thee than a realm command. 

Yet know, as thou art true or false to me 
My life shall pass in glory or in gloom; 
Thy nuptial vow unto my heart shall be 
A song of triumph or a trump of doom; 
Thy bosom, love, to which my soul doth flee, 
A couch of roses, or a living tomb. 



I 



A GIFT. 

SEND a spray of rases, decked with dew, 
And robed in richest white and red attire. 

To tell the story of my love for you 

With souls of splendor and with hearts of fire. 



The eager red rose flushes fervently, 

The timid white rose faintly breathes my name; 
One flower of passion, one of purity, 

A Btar of snowflake and a star of flame. 
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''To One Who Will Understand" 

And you may kiss them, in their morning glow. 
When passion pulses in their fresh perfume 

From lips of ruby and from lips of snow, 
In all the glory of their blissful bloom. 

But when their beauteous bosoms all are brown 
And silken leaflets all are drooped and dry, 

Your hands will fling my faded roses down, 
And you will leave them in the dust to die. 

And so I give my fervent heart to you 
To please your fancy through a fleeting day; 

And then you weary of its passion true, 
And cast it lightly in the dust away. 



''TO ONE WHO WILL UNDERSTAND." 



M 



T secret I have whispered in thine ears; 

To none but thee, my love, the truth Is 
known; 
The world is listening, but it never hears 

The sweet confessions made to thee alone. 



They know not if thy face be dark or fair, 

A pearly lily or a queenly rose, 
Or if thy cheeks the stronger semblance bear 

To summer sunsets or to winter snows. 

They know not, darling. If thine eyes are blue. 
Or brown as vesper gloamings, precious love, 

Or black as berries decked with diamond dew. 
Or like the gray wings of a dreaming dove; 
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'7 Love Thy Faults'' 

Or if the tresses which thy face enfold 
Are like the bronze-brown of & hazel husk, 

A sable shadow, or a crown of gold. 
Or like the auburn of an autumn dusk. 

Yet, dearest, as the blossom to the bee, 
Or listening maiden to the lover's lute. 

So, precious, thou shalt ever be to me, 
My heart's own treasure and its flower and fruit 
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"I LOVE THY FAULTS." 

LOVE thy faults. If angels said to me, 
"We give thee power to change her at thy will," 
My heart, forever loyal unto thee. 
Would leave thee as thou art, my darling, still. 



If, like a sculptor in the days of old. 
My hands might mould a form and face divine, 

Mine eyes would turn from all their beauty cold. 
And see no sweet face in the world but thine. 

If I should tread through blest abodes above. 
And win the love of angels wondrous fair. 

My soul would fear their chill perfection, love, 
And then return, thy lowly lot to share. 

If thou hast faults, my creed shall make them right; 

I love thee only, and I ever will. 
If thou art lowly, yet thy hut is bright — 

If heaven disown thee, I shall claim thee still. 
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"THE LOVE OF WOMAN." 

HE love of Woman blends within its spell 

The noon-day glory and the gloom of night, 
The smiles of angels, frowns of demons fell, ) 

The summer splendor and the autumn blight. ^ 



Her love is like a richly jeweled mine 
With starry gems in burnished skies of gold, 

Or devious cavern, where no sun may shine. 
Whose strange, sad secrets tongue hath never 
told. 



It sways the heart-strings like a seraph's hymn 
Resounding softly through the vesper sky; 

Or like a witch's song in forest dim. 
Which lures the traveller to her feet to die. 



It thrills man's bosom like a nectar rare. 
Till, like a God, he soars on wings of flame. 

Or like a poisoned wine, with baleful snare, 
Which hurls him reeling in the mire of shame. 



Her love is like a sacred asphodel 

Which blossoms in the realms of deathless day. 
Or lotus, numbing heroes by its spell. 

Till honor, fame and courage pass away. 
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^'As Morning Comes" 

Her love hath lifted man to godlike Joy, 
Ab Cynthia led Endymion to the skies. 

Or like false Helen, firing towers of Troy, 
Hath smote him with the splendor of her eyes. 



She binds him with a subtle, witching wile 
To give his life to anguish or to bliss. 

To win his soul's salvation with a smile, 
Or slay his hopes of heaven with a kiss. 



A 



"A8 MORNING COME8/' 

S Morning comes, to scatter through the skies 
The dewy lilies from her wings of white, 

And greets the noontide with her sparkling eyes. 
Then sinks to perish in the solemn night; 



As Springtime comes in laughter and in joy. 
Then blossoms into summer rich and rare, 

Till autumn blasts her garlands green destroy. 
And Winter shrouds her in his chill despair; 

As Childhood comes in brilliance and in bloom, 
And gathers glory with the fleeting years. 

Then flutters like a dead leaf to his doom. 
Amid a storm of sobbing and of tears; 

So young Love came, mine aching heart to soothe, 
And so I gladly took him in my door. 

My Morning and my Springtime and my Touth, 
And so he left me, sad for evermore. 
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THE MENDELSSOHN WEDDING MARCH. 

AM standing mutely hearkening to thy passlon-peallng 
notes. 

Soaring like a thousand songsters trilling with triumph- 
ant throats; 



Sweet as mellow strains a-floatlng from the huntsman's 

bugle-horn 
Far amid the verdant mountains, through the crimson 

skies of mom; 



Thrilling like the trump of battle, when Its peals arising 

high 
Rouse the dormant soul to rapture, calling men to bleed 

and die. 



And the joyous lover hearkens to those blissful, blissful 

strains, 
Till his heart soars like an eagle, tearing from his captor's 

chains; 



Sweet to him as songs of seraphs, in a dying pilgrim's ear. 
As he sees the earth grow dimmer and the pearly gates 
draw near! 



But his hapless rival listens with a furious, fierce despair, 
And his heart leaps like a lion in his grim and gloomy lair; 
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The Mendelssohn Wedding March 

And he hearkens to its echoes as a corpse within the tomb 
Hears the distant rumbling thunder of the Judgment trump 
of doom. 

Still resounding, still resounding, are those wild and won- 
drous peals, 

Till a maze of weird enchantment far around the spirit 
steals. 

Ah, what dreams of bliss celestial, ah, what throngs of 

waking woes! 
Ah, what dreams of summer splendor, ah, what storms of 

winter snows! 

Ah, how many feet have trodden to that music rich and 

rare. 
Some bewinged with blissful blessings, others weighted 

with despair! 

Some to love's enchanted empire, mystic isles of brilliant 

bloom. 
Some to hatred's blasted kingdom, shrouded in eternal 

gloom; 

Some with trustful eyes adoring, casting all but love away. 
Some betraying love for riches, trampling heart and soul 
in clay; 

Some to live a life triumphant, loving, loyal, bright and 

brave. 
Some to see hope lost forever, sinking in a living grave! 
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L'AMANTE DU DIABLE. 



*t^ 



'Woman wailing for her Demon Lover." 

— Coleridge. 

ALL around me in the darkness, monstrous mountain 
ridges stand, 
Guarding all the haunted pathways to this dim en- 
chanted land. 

In the west I see the tatters of the dull and drooping 

clouds. 
Where the faded sunset glories slumber in their gloomy 

shrouds ; 

And I see the moon's frail crescent near a dewy, diamond 

star, 
Shining from the gates celestial, where the saints and 

seraphs are; 

But an awful tempest gathers in the perished twilight's 

path 
As a shaggy lion rises, trembling with terrific wrath; 

And the lightnings flash and quiver like the scorpion 

lashes' stings 
Drawing blood from cheeks of demons, flying with their 

routed kings; 

While the thunder bolts gigantic far across the cliffs are 

hurled. 
Crashing like prodigious planets on a wrecked and ruined 
world; 
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L 'Amante Du Diable 

And the winds, aroused and startled, moaning In their 
frantic flight, 

Fill my soul with strange forebodings on this horror- 
haunted night. 

Once two brothers, deadly foemen, met upon this wrinkled 

wold. 
And within each other's bosoms drove their daggers keen 

and cold; 



And a pair of guilty lovers, hiding in this place of woe, 
At the stake were burned to ashes in the ages long ago; 



And a traitor seeking refuge when this ancient land was 

young. 
By a throng of furious yeomen on this withered tree was 

hung. 

Here I come to meet thee, Satan, ruined king whom I 

adore, 
Thou, my prince, my lord, my master, and mine ido] 

evermore! 



Now I see thee come to meet me, and I rush within thine 

arms. 
While my bosom bounds with passion for thy wild and 

wondrous charms. 



I, the seraph, blest and beauteous, robed in radiant starry 

light. 
With my golden locks encircled with, the lilies pearly 

white; 
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L 'Amanie Du Diable 

I, tbAt 90t on •wftD^fka pfnloiM, b lo Mo n irbo^omed, flowor- 
I, with eres like Incfd dewdrops, twfnkliiii: In the azorn 

I lutTe come to meet tbee, Sntnn, with thr wlngn of seben 

«rar, 
8eared wfth tine and seared witli aorrowa that shall nerer 

pass away! 

With thine eyes so grand and t;\oamj, raven tresses 

flecked with frost, 
And thy mien so melaacholr, hapless Emperor of the 

Lost! 

With thy step so proud and princely, as it seems to spurn 

the sod» 
With thy high brow, scarred and blasted by the cruel bolts 

of Gk>d! 

I hare left the vine-clad vistas and the palms of paradise. 
Where the song-birds sing forever under diamond-tinted 
skies, 

Where the silken, saffron roses swoon with odors rich as 

wine» 
And the sprays of jasmine blossoms through the myrtle 

branches twine, 

Where the crystal fountains bubble under woods forever 

green, 
And the fields are gemmed with glories like a gorgeous 

Bastern queen, — 
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L 'Amante Du Didble 

Left them all to meet thee, Satan, — ^left my throne and 

crown and lyre. 
Flying through the myriad systems, past the whirling stars 

of fire! 

Satan, grander than the mountains, with their gloomy 

giant forms! 
Satan, grander than the heavens, with their wild, majestic 

storms! 

Satan, grander than the ocean, with Its vast and solemn 

waves! 
Satan, grander than the desert, with its withered waste of 

graves! 

Like a fierce volcano rising with its regal crimson crest, 
Like a wierd and wondrous comet, terrifying every breast! 

Let me heal thy wounded visage where the Jagged light- 
nings fell. 

Kiss thy worn feet, burned and blackened by the fiaming 
dust of hell! 

I have angel wooers, Satan, who can never win my love. 
For my heart was hurled to Hades when they hurled thee 
from above; 

And those angel lovers, Satan, all are most sublimely 

fair. 
With their gray eyes, soft and saintly, with their waving 

golden hair. 

With their princely eagle pinions, sandals flecked with 

sparkling gems, 
And their broad, majestic foreheads, wreathed with starry 

diadems, 
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The Potter's Field 

With their voices sweet and solemn, like the poet kings 

of old. 
As they stand before the Master with their wondrous 

harps of gold. 

And they sing me songs of passion, melting from their lips 

divine, 
And around my clustered ringlets purple lotus blossoms 

twine. 

But I turn from angel faces, come to cheer thee in thy 

doom. 
Kiss the wan, wild star thou wearest in thy forehead's 

mournful gloom. 

So I steal from heights of heaven and the realms of death- 
less day. 
Meet thee in benighted deserts in this lone world far away; 

Or I wander till I find thee, flying on from zone to zone, 
And I throw mine arms around thee on thine ever-burning 
throne. 

THE POTTER'S FIELD. 



SEE the lonesome fields forsaken in their desolation 
spread, 
Heaving with the silent grave-mounds of the nameless 
pauper dead. 

Never blooms a rose above them, never peeps a violet 

here, 
No one comes to sit beside them, no one comes to shed a 

tear. 
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The Potter's Field 

No one speaks a word of pity, no one breathes a word of 

love, 
Eiarth around them shrinks with loathing, heaven recoils 

with scorn above. 

Here are sleeping thieves and beggars, here the outcast 

babes of shame. 
Here the felon from the gallows, here the waif without a 

name. 

Here the suicide lies sleeping, with the madman by his 

side, 
And the drunkard and the spendthrift in the same strange 

home abide. 

Here the ruined woman slumbers, while her lover, far 

away 
In his revels, thinketh never of his victim in the clay. 

Yet what vernal visions wreathed them in their childhood 

long ago! 
Ah, what aspirations perished in the pauper graveyard 

low! 

Ah, what happy mothers kissed them in their pink-white 

boyish bloom. 
Never dreaming that their idols thus should share the 

felon's tomb! 

Ah, what trustful maidens kissed them, gazing in their 

eyes so brave. 
Never dreaming that their lovers thus should share the 

drunkard's grave! 
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The Potter's Field 

And the ardent lover fondling thte frail outcast's golden 

hair. 
Never dreamed that he, a traitor, should thus drive her to 

despair, 

Nor that this same trustful being, burning with a love 

untold. 
Soon would sink and lie decaying in the pauper graveyard 

mould. 

While their babe, scorned and deserted, soon would hide 

his shameful birth 
Far below in dust polluted of the pauper graveyard's 

earth. 



II 



But amid the nameless outcasts sleep the good and brave 
and true. 

They who lived and died for duty, they the world's Im- 
mortal Few. 

For the palm to those deserving evermore shall be denied; 
They must tread the earth with beggars, slumber by the 
beggar's side; 

And the good and great and generous in a lowly grave lie 

down 
Ere the fickle world rewards them with the sceptre and the 

crown. 

Here are sleeping peerless poets, they who begged from 

door to door. 
But whom Death has wreathed with laurels green and glad 

*-rtravermore. 
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The Potter's Field 

Here are sleeping brave old martyrs, they who strove to 

make us free, 
Whom the flames consumed to ashes tor their love of you 

and me. 

And they sleep as sweetly, calmly. In these pauper grave- 

Aa the laurelled victor slumbers by the side of kings and 
queens. 

Here are sleeping countless heroes, whom the world 

remembers not. 
They who loved and tolled and struggled in their chill and 

cheerless lot; 

But while Earth has turned unheeding in Its hurried stir 

and strife. 
Angels all their names have treasured in the Master's 

book of life! 

Ill 

Now I dream I see the dawning at the awful Judgment 

day. 
Far across the Eastern mountains, and the Eastern seas 

And the dull ears of those sleepers hear the trumpet in 

their palls, 
WhUe their dumb lips strive to answer to its wild, 

Boul-stlrrlng calls. 

And from out their rusted cofflna myriad bony st 
arise. 

While their dim eyes catch the glimmer in the vast v 
eastern skies. 

257 



Tempted 



Then the beggar feebly totters from his grim and gaping 

graye. 
And he stands at last the equal of the great and strong 

and brave; 

Then the felon struggles slowly from his dark and dusty 

shroud. 
There to face the last of Judges with the rich and high 

and proud; 

Then the ruined woman rises with her infant from the 

tomb. 
There to meet the trembling lover who at last must share 

her doom. 

So the pauper graveyard's children unto endless life arise, 
Now the equal of the haughty in the great Creator's eyes; 

Still to live and live forever, when the myriad years have 

fled. 
When the world is crushed to atoms, and the suns and 

stars are dead. 
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TEMPTED. 

ILT thou feel no pang of pity as I turn with tears to 

thee? 
Ah, desist, thou darling Tempter, loose thy grasp 

and set me free! 



In thine eyes I see the fury and the frenzy of desire, 
Till my pulses thrill my bosom and my heart and soul with 
fire. 
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Tempted 

So I dare not spurn or scorn thee, so I dare not turn to 

fly, 

And my feverish soul is longing in thine eager arms to die. 

As the sparrow sees the serpent coiling close around her 

nest 
Till the spell-bound mother flutters fainting on his jeweled 

crest: 

As the terror-stricken traveller in the desert's devious 

ways 
Sees a tiger crouch before him with his cruel eyes ablaze: 

As the fated youth sits gazing at the goblet's purple rim 
And beholds his wreck and ruin rising in the future dim: 

As the numb, enchanted dreamer sees the nightmare draw- 
ing near 

When his lips are dumb with horror and his feet are chain- 
ed with fear: 

So I see thee, sweetest Tempter, snare me in thy fearful 

charms. 
While I dare not shrink or struggle, but must sink within 

thine arms. 

Ah, what joy, what bliss enchanting, soon to droop with 

blast and blight! 
Ah, what brilliant blooms of morning, soon to perish In 

the night! 

Now Remorse is faintly calling, dimly calling in mine 

ears, 
Far away from days of childhood, far away through realms 

of tears! 
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Tempted 

Am the horn of Roland sounded, far across the mounts and 

vales, 
While his comrades, leagues beyond him, faintly heard its 

piteous wails; 

As his myriad foemen slew him when no comrade's aid 

was nigh, 
So Remorse, at bay, surrounded, soon must fall to dust, 

and die. 

Now I see far in the future gathering hosts of deadly 

woes, 
See my springtime blossoms perish in the chill white 

winter snows; 

See my old friends all forsake me, see them laugh to hear 

my name. 
See my mother's awful anguish, see my father curse my 

shame; 

See me sinking lower, lower, sinking, sinking lower down. 
In the night-time, homeless, friendless, wandering through 
the wicked town. 

And I see thee, cruel Tempter, laughing at my loving 

trust; 
See thee turn the traitor, Tempter, see thee hurl me in the 

dust. 

But thy fearful fascination chains me in thine eager arms. 
And I strive in vain to rouse me from thy fell and fateful 
charms. 

So I turn from all the glories of the blest abodes above. 
That my soul may share the blisses of thy baleful, blasting 
love. 

So I turn from home and hearthstone, father, mother, com- 
rades, all. 
So I cease to struggle, Tempter, and I waver, and I fall. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 

HAVE watched and I have waited through the flight of 

months and years, 
I have watched and I have waited through a world of 

doubts and fears. 



Loving you through vernal vistas, when the Easter lilies 

rose. 
Loving you when chill Decembers scattered swirls of 

fluttering snows; 

Loving you when stately Summers reaped their wealth of 

golden sheaves. 
Loving you when mournful Autumns wove their crowns of 

withered leaves; 

Loving you amid the shadows of the melancholy night. 
Loving you amid the carols of the birds at morning light. 



But I lost you, and I heeded not their glory or their 

gloom. 
For my loyal heart was buried in the shadow of the 

tomb; 

And it crumbled in its chamel where the bolts of iron 

rust, 
Prisoned under walls of granite in the ashes and the dust; 

Far away in haunted deserts, over solemn seas forlorn. 
Far beyond the mystic mountains, never lit by light of 
mom: 
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The Resurrection 

In a realm of mournful midnight, where no friendly feet 

may tread. 
Shrouded with the silent sleepers, in the dwellings of the 

dead. 

But I heard you calling, darling, through the bitterness and 
blight. 

Through the death and desolation, through the dark De- 
cember night 

And the chamel bolts were broken, and a Seraph set me 

free. 
As the angel came at midnight to His tomb beyond the 

sea. 

Once again I feel the fervor of the swoonful springtime 

flowers. 
Once again I feel the brilliance of the summer's blissful 

bowers. 

Once again the brooklets bubble, and 1 see the happy 

herds: 
Once again I hear the trilling of a thousand blithesome 

birds. 

Like a dream of song and story, morning flames in skies 

above. 
And my steps are strewn with lilies from the fairy-land of 

love. 

And my hands shall scatter roses, arch her path with, gar- 
lands green. 

For my loyal heart is longing for the coming of the 
Queen. 
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Separated 

She is coming, and shall never leave her love to tread 

alone; 
Coming back to reign forever, to her scepter and her 

throne! 

She is coming, she is coming! all is grand and all is 

glorious ; 
She is coming, she is coming, and my heart is now 

victorious! 

So her sweet face smiling softly, shall be banished from 

me never. 
And the night of desolation fadeth from my heart forever. 
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SEPARATED. 

SAW a thousand faces on my way. 

But I was lonely, for thou wert not there! 

I missed the glory of thy golden hair. 

And sought thy sweet face all the dreary day, 

As through the haunts of mocking-birds in May, 

Some thrush may seek his mate in dumb despair. 

Or through the skies, where countless torches glare, 

A lost star seeks its own sun's friendly ray. 

Mayhap thy soul doth long my soul to greet; 

Mayhap thy lips my fervent kisses crave; 

But ever parted are our faltering feet. 

As though between us spread the wold and wave; 

So darling, in thy bosom soft and sweet 

My love hath found its cradle and its grave. 
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FORTUNE-TELLINQ. 

WHEREVER you go, my brave little boy. 
With bluest of eyes and brightest of hair. 
With laughter and love and jesting and Joy, 
So free from the stains of earthly despair, 
I know that some day you too shall shed tears, 

Shall drink of a cup of wormwood and gall; 
Shall fade like a leaf in the flight of the years, 

Till coffin and shroud shall cover it all, — 
Wherever you go, my darling, 

Wherever you go. 

Wherever you go, my brave little man. 

Your poor little feet shall falter at last. 
Tour hopes will deceive, strive on as you can. 

And hope shall become a thing of the past: 
Tour heart shall be seared with shame and with sin. 

And bleed as you think of innocence fled; 
The day shall depart and night shall begin, 

When Beauty and Touth and Pleasure are dead, — 
Wherever you go, my darling, 

Wherever you go. 

Wherever you go, my darling, my dear, 

Beside you I see a shadow forlorn, 
A phantom of sin and sorrow and fear, — 

The man you shall be in years to be born. 
I know not, my boy, if you shall win fame, 

If Fortune shall give you a chain or a crown; — 
No matter, my boy, it still is the same; 

The flower must fade, the ship must go down, — 
Wherever you go, my darling, 

Wherever you go. 
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"I WONDER WHY." 

I WONDER why our sweetest joys are sins. 
Why Pleasure treadeth hand in hand with 
Death, 
Why Beauty bloometh with a poisoned breath, 
Why burning Love and blasting Hate are twins, 
Why Passion stingeth when his bliss begins. 
Why adders coil around the wine-cup's wreath, 
And why the flaming sword leaps from its sheath 
To slay him who the fruit forbidden wins. 



For Love and Touth and Beauty thou shalt see. 
Reeling with wine, in swoonful sweetness lie 
Beneath a green-boughed, golden-fruited tree. 
While Hatred, Death and Madness crouch near by. 
O, tempted traveller, turn and quickly flee! 
For if thou pluckest, thou shalt surely die. 



LIFE. 

I SAW a throng of prisoners in a cell. 
Who, one and all, were doomed to die next day. 
Some laughed and shouted in a reckless way. 
Some raved and cursed and swore like demons fell. 
Some sobbed and bade their friends a last farewell, 
Some shuddered in a dream of dull dismay. 
Some ate, some drank, or sat with cards at play, 
Some seemed to hearken to a funeral bell. 
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The Redbird 

Mine eyes with pity for them filled with tears; 

But they are liying Just as you and I. 

The prison is this world of fitful fears, 

The prisoners but our doomed humanity; 

Our day is set within a few short years, 

And laugh, or weep, or curse, like them we die. 



"I KNOW NOT WHY I LOVE THEE." 

I KNOW not why I love thee. There may be 
A thousand fairer, wiser; yet I pine 
O precious Love, alone to call thee mine. 
One life, one love is given unto me. 
One life, one love is given unto thee; 
One fleeting day we drink this cup divine. 
One fleeting day thine arms around me twine. 
And then we slumber through eternity. 

If I ma/ win thee, all is deathless day; 
Hope's brilliant banners never shall be furled; 
If I may win thee, grief shall pass away. 
And every anguish in the dust be hurled. 
If I must lose thee, all is crumbling clay, — 
I lose my soul, my lifetime, all the world. 



THE REDBIRD. 



R 



BDBIRD, Redbird, brave and brilliant, flitting on thy 

wings of flame, 
Tell me, Redbird, shrill and startling, whence thy 

blood-red plumage came? 
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The Redbird 

Like a scarlet-crested poppy, blazing in the sultry noon. 
Like the frail, enchanted crescent of the crimson setting 
moon; 

Like a spray of fiery tulips, lit by hearts of golden light. 
Like a ruby star arising in the shadows of the night; 

Like the burning blush of sunrise, driving all the dusk 

away. 
Like the sunset's splash of splendor from the bleeding 

heart of day; 



Flaming through the dogwood blossoms, creamy-clustered 
locust trees« 

Swinging on the grape-vine's tendrils, flying with the boom- 
ing bees; 



Mingling with the scarlet trumpets, where the verdant 

creepers twine. 
Flushing like a falling goblet, spilling out its sparkling 

wine; 



Blushing through the cypress branches, through the green 
Bwamps, cool and still. 

Waking all the emerald shadows with thy sharp and sud- 
den trill; 



Redbird, Redbird, brave and brilliant, flitting on thy wings 

of flame^ 
Tell me, Redbird, shrill and startling, whence thy blood-red 

plumage came? 
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The Redhird 
n 

I was once an Indian maiden, in the dream-years, long 
ago, 

When the reel man In these forests first beheld his pale- 
browed foe. 

Then a young knight with his comrades marched within 

our fatherland; 
Never had our simple people seen so bright and brave a 

band; 

And their leader trod before them, with a gay and gallant 

air. 
With his blue eyes, dark and dreamy, with his clustered 

golden hair; 

With his sweet mouth like a wild rose, and his cheeks in 

boyish bloom. 
With his white brow overshadowed by his helmet's snowy 

plume. 

All my people bade him welcome, though their hearts 

were filled with hate^ 
And they gave their hands in friendship, but in secret 

planned his fate. 

Yet I often met the stranger, and he kindly spake to me 
In the strange and broken accents of his home beyond the 
sea; 

• 

And I often wandered with him, through the forest, field 

and dell« 
And his sweet and subtle whispers bound me in a blissful 

spelL 
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I would tell him mystic legends of our tribe in vanished 

days. 
Names of birds and trees and insects, blossoms budding in 

our ways; 

Habits of the crawling serpent, cunning of the crafty 

fox. 
Of the hare and hawk and squirrel, and the eagle in the 

rocks. 

He would tell me of his people in the realms beyond the 

sea. 
Of their kingdoms and their cities, like a wonderland to 

me. 

So my soul was made his captive, and I longed to follow 

him. 
As a slave beside her master, over lake and mountain-rim. 

Once I 'Stole among our chieftains, slipping like a stealthy 

spy, 
And I heard the painted warriors swearing that my knight 

must die. 

Then with bare feet in the midnight, through the dank and 
chilling dew, 

Crawling, cringing, creeping, running, stole the silent vil- 
lage through: 

Then I found my lover sleeping in his quiet tent, near by, 
And revealed to him the secret, that he might not stay and 
die; 

Then I pressed his bounding bosom to my palpitating 

breast, 
Felt his fond farewell embraces, nevermore to be caressed; 
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Then I blest him and I kissed him, to our village took 

my flight. 
And I lost my love forever, on that anguish-haunted 

night 

And he fled from out our forests, baffled all the Indians' 

hate. 
But he left me with my people, left me there to meet my 

fate. 

For the warriors knew me guilty, led me to a lonely 

wood. 
And they stabbed my burning bosom, till I perished, dyed 

in blood. 

But my lover, false and flckle, never dreamed or cared for 

me. 
Wooed and won a beauteous maiden in his home beyond 
the sea. 

So my ghost is flitting ever, like an autumn leaflet red. 
When the summer suns have faded, and the summer 
blooms have fled. 

So I seek to hide my sorrow, as I flit from tree to tree. 
As the cynic hides his anguish with a hollow-hearted glee. 

So a woman's love, once given, nevermore shall pas& 

away; 
But the jewel, by her lover, soon is trampled in the clay. 
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THE CAPTIVE MOCKING-BIRD. 

SEE the mock-bird in his lonely cage. 
Forever banished from his native hills, 

Still beating at his bars in helpless rage, 
And panting for the woodlands and the rills. 



Yet, like the violin, which weaves in one. 
All other measures and all other notes. 

He blends the songs sung under every sun 
With all the fervor of a thousand throats. 



He sings the stanzas in his soul's distress 
Of all the poets ever known before, — 

The Shakespeare of the Western wilderness 
Who warbles lays of every sea and shore. 

And like the high-bom maidens long ago. 
Whose beauty brought a dowry of despair. 

Or ancient minstrels^ with their lives of woe. 
Forever doomed to want and wasting care. 

His soaring spirit clanks its cruel chains. 
And strives and struggles in its hopeless rage: 

His glorious gifts shall bring him burning pains. 
And only death can free him from his cage. 

So, I remember, when a happy boy 

I roamed through fields and forests all abloom, 
And by my side were Beauty, Love and Joy, 

Who soon departed to their silent tomb; 
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And I remember in those distant days, 
Thej brouglit me from mj far-olf liappy home. 

Sweet isles of Bden, lost in mellow maze 
Beyond the waste of ocean's ilakes of foam. 

And so my sool, with aspirations grand. 

On wings of song is seeking still to soar. 
An exile in a strange and distant land 

Who sighs f6r splendors lost forevermore. 

THE REVELLERS. 

COMB, my comrades, fill the glasses till they bubble 
to the brim. 
For the hatefal light of morning struggles through the 
shadows dim. 

Like a witch's seething caldron on the hilltops of the 

Bast, 
And I loathe it as it flickers on the ruins of our 

feast: 

And I shudder as it glimmers with its flitting flames of 

blue. 
Through the murky mists and mazes, through the cold and 

clammy dew. 

Now we see each other's faces after all our flerce ca- 
rouse, 

Throbbing pulses, parching eyelids, flaming cheeks and 
haggard brows; 

Now Remorse and Grief and Anguish come with stealthy, 

silent tread, 
And our souls are writhing serpents, and our hearts are 

lumps of lead. 
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So, my comrades, fill the glasses, and our woes shall pass 

away; 
We shall hide the wrecks and ruins scattered in the light 

of day. 

Now I see the glasses bubble with a splendor crystal- 
line, 

And I see them bubble, bubble, with a bounding bliss 
divine. 

Now I see them palpitating like the sparkling stars of 

night. 
Like the splendid eyes of seraphs under foamy wings of 

white. 



Here the red wine flames and flushes like the rose's burn- 
ing breast« 

Here the white wine shines and shimmers, like the lily's 
creamy crest; 

Here the ruddy goblet glimmers like the glow of morning 

hours. 
And the trembling white wine twinkles like the dew on 

spotless flowers. 

Now I see hazy hilllsides of a land renowned in story. 
Sung by sweetest songs of poets, decked in never-dying 
glory; 

And I see the verdant vineyards in that wondrous klng> 

dom old. 
With their grapes of royal purple, and their clustered 

grapes of gold; 

278 



The Revellers 

And I see the peasant maidens plucking from the loaded 

vines. 
And I see their roimded boBoms, sweeter than delicions 

wines. 

So I fly to lands of fancy, fearing to return to earth. 
Strewn with wrecks and strewn with ruins, desert realms 
of death and dearth. 

I have lost my youth forever, lost my honor and my 

name. 
Trod the wastes of desolation, staggered through the mires 

of shame. 

Once a young girl made me happy, as her blue eyes gazed 

in mine, 
And her blushes, smiles and kisses filled me with a love 

divine; 

But the demon Dissipation tore the lovers far apart. 
And her sweet face faded from me, — left me with a broken 
heart. 

So at last the goblet's poison through my sense and spirit 

stole. 
Till it owned my very being, and my body and my soul. 

It has fettered me forever, and will never set me free; 
It is mother, father, brother, sister, sweetheart unto me. 

Comrades, comrades, fill the glasses till the bright beads 

bubble o'er: 
Drink to vanished dreams and visions, hopes now fied for- 

evermore; 
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Drink to wrecks of time and talent, happy moments passed 

away. 
Drink to ruined lives and labors, doomed to perish and 

decay; 

Let the crystal glasses bubble, mocking at the morning 

light. 
As we drink to desolation, coffin, shroud and endless night 

i 

OUT OF THE FOLD. 

ONB is astray from the Shepherd's fold. 
One is astray on the mountains cold. 
Treading alone through the fading light, 
Treading alone through the coming night 

And the shepherd calls in his sweet, wild way 
Through the dreary dusk of the dying day. 
Through the falling dews and the misty gloam. 
For the one poor sheep that has strayed from home. 

Weary and worn, with a piteous cry, 

Weary and worn, he is sinking to die. 

While the gaunt, gray wolves through the deserts dark. 

Follow him fast with their fearful bark. 

Will the Shepherd bear on his bosom warm 
The wounded sheep from hurt and from harm? 
Shall the poor lost lamb be left to his fate? 
Shall the Shepherd come too late, too late? 

So runneth the story bo sweet and so old 

Of the sheep astray in the mountains cold, , 

Treading alone at dusk to his doom. 

While the Shepherd calls through the gathering gloom. 



Out of the Fold 

So I am treading in piteous plight , 

Through the grief and gloom, through the coming night. 
Treading the streets of the wicked town. 
Treading the streets when the sun goes down. 

Bearing a hreast all burdened with woes 
Through the biting winds and the bitter snows. 
Suppressing a sob and choking a crj. 
Hopeless of rest, yet fearing to die. 

I have scoffed and scorned to smother my fears, 
I have laughed aloud at thy streaming tears, 
I have sung gay songs and quaffed of the wine 
To forget thy face with its love divine. 

Where the red light glares like an eye of fire, 
In a gaudy room and in gay attire. 
In the poisoned air, like a dragon's breath, 
I stand at the stairs of the halls of death. 

But behold, at my door the Shepherd stands. 
And beckons to me with his bleeding hands. 
And I see his feet all weary and worn. 
His wounded breast and his crown of thorn! 

Merciful Christ, with the princely grace. 
Merciful Christ, with the sad, sweet face. 
Merciful Christ, with the mournful eyes, 
Remember me when the daylight dies! 

Merciful Christ, thou hast followed afar 
Under midnight moon, under evening star, 
Treading with tears through forest and flood, 
And tracing thy path with the stains of blood. 
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When Thou Art Near^' 



Merciful Christ, thou hast sought me here, 
Through the mountains cold and the deserts drear; 
Merciful Christ, am I left to my fate? 
Merciful ChriBt, hast thou come too late? 

I have heard thy voice as I passed along 
Through the reveller's shout and the siren's song, 
Through laughter, through fall of the dancing feel. 
And the wicked jests of the crowded street; 

But I perish alone in shame and in sin 
Though I long to arise and welcome thee in. 
Merciful Christ, I cry unto thee. 
Merciful Christ, have pity on me! 

But the revellers riot, and the lewd songs swell. 
And they numb my soul like a funeral knell; 
In the noisy night, with its glitter and glare, 
I wring my hands in my dark despair. 

And I turn to thee in my dumb dismay. 

As the demons cry like the wolves for prey; 

Merciful Christ, shall they feet depart 

And leave me alone with my broken heart? 

Shepherd, come with thy footsteps fleet. 
With my falling tears I shall wash thy feet. 
And thy love shall lave my stains of despair. 
As I wipe them dry with my streaming hair. 

"WHEN THOU ART NEAR." 

WHEN thou art near, when thou art near! 
Life seems so sweet beside thee^ dear. 
I seem to touch an angel's wing, 

1 feel her arms around me cling; 
Within my heart a lily blooms 
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''To One Who Shall Be Nameless'' 

And gUmmers thiDugh the monmfiil. glooms; 
Peace, like a white dove, nestles there. 
And soothes my deep and dumb despair. 

When thon art near. 

But when, O Love, thou art not near, 
I shudder with a nameless fear; 
I Bit my lonely hearth beside. 
Where Anguish and Despair abide; 
I ponder In the solemn gloom. 
And tremble at some coming doom, 
I feel Temptation stealing nigh. 
While Sin and Sorrow hoyer by. 

And thou not near! 

When thou art near^ when thou art near! 
Return and save, O save me, dear! 
Thou knowest I am weak Indeed, 
And how thy helping hand I need. 
See how the shadows gather near. 
And beckon thee to leave me, dear! 
O come to me^ refuse me not! 
Then I may bless my hapless lot 

When thou art near, 

When thou art near! 
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"TO ONE WHO SHALL BE NAMELESS." 

O you sometimes think, as you pass me by, 
That I follow your steps with a stifled sigh? 
Do you sometimes think, as you fade from view. 
That my heart is broken for loss of you? 



Will you think of me when the autumn blight 
Shall sully my soul in the long years' flight, 
When over my life, with its weight of woes. 
Shall flutter the flakes of the winter snows? 
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win you think of me In the fading light, 
Will you think of me In the solemn night. 
When the songs of spring and the summer blooms 
Are still and asleep in their lonely tombs? 

Will you think of me when my hopes have fled, 
Will you think of me when my heart is dead, 
Will you think of me when my locks are gray. 
And the light of my life has passed away? 

Will you think of me when the azure skies 
Are shrouded in gray, like my eager eyes, 
When the wailing winds the blossoms blow through. 
Like the hapless rhymes that I write to you? 

Will you think of me when your wedding bell 
Shall fall on my ear like a funeral knell. 
When from me to another your steps depart, 
And leave me alone with my aching heart? 

Will you think of me on your wedding night. 
While treading the aisle in your veil of white, 
When the music swells and the soft lights shine, 
And the bridal blooms in your tresses twine? 

Will you think of me when you come at last 
To regret your choice in the bitter past, 
And know that I loved you far more than he. 
When a great gulf severs your soul from me? 

Then come back to me, my darling, my sweet, 
With your gladsome face and your footsteps fleet. 
With your springtime j03rB and your summer state, 
Before we can say, "Too late, too late! 
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HER SECRET. 

AS I walked through the fields one mom In May 
When the world was warm with the richest of 
weather. 
When the brooks and birds and bees were all gay. 

And Nature's whole heart was light as a feather, 
I passed like a man in a blissful dream. 

Where the locust boughs with their clustered blooms 
Seemed a palace of pearl or a cloud of cream. 
Or a stately swan with the purest plumes. 

And then from the sprays of the swinging flowers, 

A poor little bird dropped down at my feet. 
As though a sharp lance had shot through the bowers, 
And taken the life of the songster sweet. 

She flitted and fluttered and ambled around, 
She faltered and fled through the emerald grasses, 
She flew through the air and fell on the ground, 
. Down, down to the brook, with its reedy passes. 

Said I "Little birdie, you can't fool me; 

For I know full well where your nest is swinging. 
I know it is there in the locust tree. 

With the snowy clusters around it clinging. 
But your nest and its pearls are safe, my dear; 

Be sure, little bird, I shall do you no wrong; 
Return to your tree, sweet bird, never fear. 

And make your blithe nest bubble over with song." 

And so when I see a little girl pout. 
And quarrel with him whom her heart loves best. 

Desert him for others, run in and then out, 
I think of the bird who fled from her neet; 
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^'Everything New Under the Sun" 

And I say, "Little girl, you can't fool me. 
For I am your sweetheart, my little white dove: 

Tou cannot deceive me, for at last I see, 
The priceless pearl of your precious love." 



"EVERYTHING NEW UNDER THE SUN." 

THE tone in which I speak to thee to-day 
Was never heard in all the years of yore; 
My footstep falling as I reach thy door. 
Was never known through all the aeons gray: 
My laughter, and my shudder of dismay, 
Bear cadence never breathed on E^arth before, 
And having once been heard, shall nevermore 
Be heard or known, while ages pass away. 

No lilac ever wore this same white wreath, 

No rose hath ever blushed with this same bloom. 

And both are lost forever in a breath; 

I whisper soft, "I love thee," in the gloom, 

In accents new, though old as life and death. 

That fade from earth forever in my tomb. 
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ORPHEUS AND THE 8IREN8. 

THB summer noon waned over silent seas, 
Whose vast expanses stretched without a shore; 
The skies extended like eternity. 
And seemed to mingle with the boundless waves. 
All day the weary mariners had gazed 
To gain a prospect of some land, whose coves 
Might be a haven for their sea- worn ship; 
But still above and all around was naught 
Save dreamy skies hung over slumbering seas. 
The afternoon grew pale, the sun sank low 
Above the waste of waters in the west; 
And then behold! between them and the sun 
A rock arose from out the azure deep; 
Like to a towering cloud of night it seemed. 
Where blent the sapphire sky and emerald sea. 
Then Mopsus spoke, gray-haired Thessalian seer: 
''Beware, beware! it is the Sirens' isle!" 
So Jason cried, "Turn, turn the vessel's course! 
Death waits us there; our life depends on flight. 
Toil with your might, my oarsmen, for our hopes 
Must now rely upon your sinewy arms." 
The oarsmen strained their limbs with giant strength. 
Their dark eyes glittered with a desperate hope. 
Their brows were matted with a maze of frowns. 
Their thewB were twisted like an adder's coils. 
But all for naught! some fearful fate had drawn 
Their ship within the current gliding swift 
Towards the jagged rock of certain death. 
Then Orpheus spoke, the golden-throated king, 
Whose strains were sweeter than harmonious spheres: 
"Since might hath failed, my music now must win. 
Oft have the warbling birds at dawn of day 
Ceased all their notes to listen to my strains; 
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Oft have the woodland dryads stilled their songs, 

Abashed before the sweetness of my lyre; 

Apollo hearkens to the melody, 

'And merry Hermes pauses in his flight; 

The growling leopard spares his trembling prey. 

The bright-eyed eagle frees the fluttering dove; 

Moved by those liquid notes, the hard rocks nod, 

And leafy trees dance when the winds are still." 

Lo! on the summit of the vaulting rock. 

Behold the Siren with her golden hair! 

See how the breezes wave the shining strands. 

And clothe her bosom in a mellow maze! 

Now see her soft arms clasp the magic lyre, 

Her spotless neck bent o'er its silver strings. 

Till, like the pearls the swan heaps in her nest, 

It presses on her rounded, heaving breast. 

And now the sun doth kiss the sky good-night. 

Until her cheeks with burning blushes flame; 

The brown crags flush amid the crimson glow. 

The Sirens' flgures bloom with crimson rays. 

Like white-winged clouds at coming of the dawn 

Enwreathed with roses plucked from heavenly bowers. 

High on the rock the glorious sisters stood, 

Their lily flngers twined in tender clasp. 

Their rounded shoulders touching, while their breasts 

Heaved 'gainst each other in a sweet embrace. 

Their soft bare feet gleamed like narcissus flowers. 

But all the sailors shuddered when they saw 

White grinning skeletons strewn at those feet. 

But soon their red mouths budded into song. 

As blushing blossoms open in perfume; 

So all the ocean was entranced, and all 

The sleeping waves awoke and laughed for joy. 
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The Bun himself, enchanted In his course. 
Stood still above the wilderness of waves. 
And filled the darkest depths with golden light; 
The sunburnt sailor's face was lit with love« 
And each dim eye flashed into starry flame. 
Then from the Sirens' lips came melting tones. 
Like honey-dew that drops from opening flowers: 

AGLAIOPHBME. 

"Come, bravest of heroes! I long and I yearn 

To fondle and fold you in blissful embrace, 
To greet you with songs on your happy return. 

And cover with kisses each weary, worn face. 
Long, long have I waited and watched for your sails, 

Still panting and pining with passionate sighs. 
Desert the dark ocean, its rocks and its galea, 

And revel in glory of love-lighted eyes." 

THLEXIEPEA. 

"O come to me, lovers! repose on my heart. 

And swoon on Love's pillow and reel with his wine! 
Come, waver no longer! we never shall part, 

Mine arms shall forever around you entwine; 
My bosoms are budding like blossoming bowers. 

Where love hath descended to build him a nest, 
My kisses are sweeter than honey-gemmed flowers. 

And all my embraces bring rapture and rest." 

The liquid harmony filled all the air. 

As mellow sunlight fills the summer sky; 

The waves were babbling to the murmuring winds. 

As lisping infants to their mother's songs. 

So all the mariners were mad with love, 

And drunk with brightness of the Sirens' eyes; 
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They laughed and murmured with a maniac Joy, 

And sought to leap into the sea below. 

So that they might at last find rest from toil, 

And steep their senses in the wine of love. 

But Orpheus stood unmoved, as if he scorned 

To be enslaved by passion's fierce desire. 

He sang and played, and lo! the sea-waves rose. 

And dashed in wanton joy about his feet; 

The gray-winged sea-birds perched upon the mast. 

The bright-hued dolphin waved his glittering tail, 

The purple sea-weed rocked from side to side. 

The blue-eyed naiads rose from coral bowers. 

Their round cheeks gleaming through the emerald surge. 

The black sea-snake uncurled his monstrous coils. 

Made tame and harmless by his wondrous harp. 

Oh, would that words had life, and verses souls. 

To give a feeble image of his song! 



ORPHEUS. 

"O heroes! shall our honor dim jv^ith rust? 

Shall all our well-won laurels droop and fade? 
Shall virtue's white star fall into the dust? 

Shall we retire to ignominious shade? 
Fame's clarion voice calls to us in our shame. 

And sings of grander diadems to win; 
What warrior here forgets his glorious name. 

And gives an ear to words of shame and sin? 



"Awake! arise! death poisons all the air; 

Behold the ghastly skulls that strew yon shore! 
New triumphs we should win, new dangers dare, 

And wondrous isles and trackless seas explore. 
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Think of the golden fleece our anns have won! 

Think of the mighty giants we have Blaln! 
Away! our wondrous deeds are not yet done! 

Elysium's bowers our feet at last shall gain! 

AGLAIOPHEME. 



"O heroes, with passion my dreams are afire, 

Enwreathing my fancies with flowers of flame; 
My pulses are throbbing like strands of a lyre, 

And leaping with raptures no mortal can name. 
Earth's maidens can never reward with such bliss; 

No frown of stem Pallas shall fetter my charms; 
The mother who hushes her babe with a kiss 

Feels not the devotion which thrill eth mine arms." 



THLEXIEPEA. 

"Te grasp at a shadow when seeking renown, 

And perish in battle enshrouded in blood; 
But raptures and revels with Love shall flit down. 

And blessings and blisses his magic hath wooed. 
O heroes, here endeth the tale of your toils, 

O wound not my spirit by turning away! 
In pulses of passion forget your turmoils. 

And gather ye roses while still it is May.' 
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ORPHEUS. 

"My comrades brave, list not unto their lays, 
The voice of death from lips of poisonous lust! 

The paths of duty are the brightest ways, — 
Lift, lift your souls, thus groveling in the dust! 
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Our loved ones wait at home and watch in vain. 
Their fond eyes tearful in their lonely gloom; 

Let us return and soothe their tender pain. 
Kissing their faces into brighter bloom. 

"They wait beside the barren, restless sea, 

Their dark eyes dimmed with watching for our sail ; 
Shall we so heartless and perfidious be. 

As to forget those faces pure and pale? 
How many eyes will sparkle when we come! 

How many hearts will bound with waking bliss! 
Let us return unto our long-lost home. 

For only there hath earth its paradise." 

His sweet tones died upon the raptured waves, 

Which moaned and sighed to lose their balmy sounds. 

And with the sun that faded out of sight 

They left the ocean desolate and dumb; 

The dull blank silence that was left behind 

Fell on the soul like stillness of the grave. 

The songs had ceased, but Orpheus' harp had won. 

That dreary night would be the Sirens' last! 

The strong breeze blew, and swelled the broad white sails; 

The hapless Sirens, weeping piteously, 

Gazed with despair upon the fleeting ship. 

And bowed their heads beneath the shade of death. 

Their golden hair fell drooping on their breasts, 

Their rounded arms grew cold, their red cheeks paled; 

Then rose their death-song, moaning deep and low, 

Like some child's sob, woeful and tremulous, 

Or, like the wail of chill November winds 

Above the grave of summer's fading flowers. 

And dying, djring, sinking, sinking low. 

The Sirens* hearts were stilled, their eyes were dimmed; 

The shades of night fell on the woeful scene. 

Their death-song fading in the gathering gloom. 
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'For when they shall rise from the dead, they neither 
marry, nor are given in marriage; but are as the angels 
which are in heaven." — Mark zii. 26. 



LOVB, they tell me moumful stories of the life beyond 
the tomb, 
Whether spent in bowers of Eden or in lower worlds 
of gloom; 
Thou art wise, dear love, my master, though the mortals 

call thee blind. 
And I grope in tears and darkness; thou must now the 
pathway find. 



Love, they tell me as I falter at the gate-way of the grave 
Nevermore thy close embraces nor thy kisses I shall crave. 
Nevermore shall long to see thee, never long thy step to 

hear. 
Though a thousand ages waiting, counting lingering year 

by year. 



Love, they tell me in the caverns of the chamel's realms 
of gloom 

Never blush the sweet carnations nor the soft warm roses 
bloom; 

And that solemn spirits treading in those moumful mid- 
night bowers 

Only see the chill camellias and the ghostly white moon- 
flowers. 
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Love, they tell me all are strangers on those dreary, 

dreary strands. 
And each passes each in silence, smiling not nor grasping 

hands; 
With those phantoms treading onward, passing still each 

other by, 
Not a word of love is spoken, nor is heard a laugh or sigh. 

Love, they tell me high-bom ladies and the knights in 

armor there 
Meeting in those dim recesses only gaze with chilly stare; 
And that lovers and their loved ones, who in ages past 

were true. 
Never turn to look a moment, passing from each other's 

view. 



Love, they tell me when those spirits shall at last ascend 
to heaven. 

Wisdom, beauty, treasures, glory, all the gifts but love are 
given; 

Though one .spirit be in Eden, one in Hades' dumb de- 
spair. 

This shall know the other's torment, yet will feel no 
weight of care. 



Love, I tell thee as I perish what my answer, love, shall 

be. 
And my heart, for both upwelling, answers for thyself 

and me — 
Nearer, nearer, true love, nearer! gather fast the shades 

of night. 
Kiss me, kiss me, dear love, kiss me! ere the fading of 

the light. 

291 



Vesus Wepr 

Though enrobed in funeral garments, I shall tear the 

shrouds away. 
Breaking through the dismal ehamel, walled with iron, 

stone, and clay, 
Then with flngen torn and bleeding, iMillid face, and 

wounded feet, 
X shall wake thee in the midnight^ stealing kisses warm 

and sweet. 

Love, I tell thee, should they give me paradise with all 

its bliss. 
And I heard thee calling to me from the dark and dread 

abyss, 
I would beg the demon porter to return thee to the light; 
If he would not, I would Join thee in thine anguish and 

thy night. 

''JE8U8 WEPT." 

MT Master bides not at the rich man's palace on this 

Where mirth and music, wine and feasting speed the 
hours away; 
His weary, way-worn feet have brought him to this humble 

door. 
And there the Prince of Heaven sits weeping with the 
friendless poor. 

O blessed Lord, friend of the friendless, happy should 

they be, 
Th^r burning grief and anguish sharing side by side with 

thee! 
For in this doubting age we can but moan and beg thy 

grace. 
But can not see thy loving tears nor know thy gentle 

face. 
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Thoui^ in that rich man's palace ftwells the Bound of 

revelry, 
To-morrow in that palace shall the wail of anguish be; 
Though in this poor man's hovel stalks the horrid spectre 

Death, 
Soon shall he vanish at the great King's life^inspiring 

hreath. 

Oh, wondrous sight, a Monarch sitting in that peasant cot. 
Oh, wondrous sight, the Lord of angels in this lowly lot; 
Oh, wcmdrous sight, here treads the ruler of the suns and 

stars. 
Oh, wondrous sight, our God is weeping at Earth's prison 

bars! 

I wonder if his moanings did not change to music sweet, 
I wonder if the blossoms did not spring to kiss his feet, 
I wonder if the watching angels gathered up those tears 
And made them starry clusters, shining^ through the end- 
less years. 

For they were purer than the dews on lilies newly blown, 
More brilliant than an empress' jeweled diadem they 

shone; 
More radiant than the treasures that the ocean caves 

adorn, 
More glorious than the Oriental splendors of the morn. 

Those blessed, blessed tear-drops, falling on our dresiry 

dearth. 
Have wooed a golden harvest from the withered breast of 

earth. 
Have melted, too, a myriad million selfish hearts of 

stone. 
And blotted out uncounted sins in earth's vast records 

shown. 
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The Churchyard 

And though a thouBand demons seek to give thy cause a 

thrust. 
Those burning tears have worn their cruel daggers into 

rust. 
And though a hundred empires at thee hurl their gathered 

powers, 
Those holy tear-drops, like a flood, sweep down their 

haughty towers. 

And though a host of bigots burning with a furious zeal 
Have sought to aid their false creeds with the chain and 

stake and wheel. 
Those tears have quenched their fires, torn down their 

walls and iron bars. 
Thy cause triumphant over steel and torch and wrecks 

and wars. 

Oh, blessed tears, with rainbow colors yearning earth 

illume. 
Oh, blessed tears, with lotus flowers make blissful heaven 

bloom! 
Rain on the sons of men, on every soul that ever fell, 
And like a mighty ocean quench the flaming gates of hell! 
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THE CHURCHYARD. 

NCE I feared thee, mournful Monarch, with thy sad 

and solemn dells. 
Haunted by the vesper shadows and the sobbing 
funeral bells; 



Haunted by the ghostly roses, in their silken robes of 

white. 
And the mock-bird's mystic singing in the dim and dusky 

night; 
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The Churchyard 

Haunted by the tombs of marble gleaming through magno- 
lia leaves. 

And the restless moonlight figures where the grave-mound 
dimly heaves. 

But my loved ones gather with thee in the fading, fleeting 

years. 
And I lay within thy caverns all my joys and hopes and 

fears. 

Thou hast treasures in thy bosom richer than the ocean 

caves. 
Where the peerless pearls are beaming and the coral 

forest waves. 

Where the mermaid gathers amber filled with mellow 

golden light. 
And the silver-weighted galleons glimmer through the 

emerald night; 

Thou hast hearts of gold within thee, hearts all priceless 
pearls above. 

Rich with sweetness, rich with kindness, rich with never- 
dying love; 

Thou hast dreams and aspirations sleeping with thy 

sheeted dead, 
Wondrous visions, grand ambitions, from the earth forever 

fled. 

Thou hast beauties in thy bosom blooming underneath our 

feet. 
Lovelier than our purple lilacs and our Jasmines soft and 

sweet; 
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A Vanished Sumf9ier 

Thou hast blue^yed, dimpled children, with their mazy, 

golden hair, 
Thott hast maids with brows of beauty, manly flgureg 

sleeping there. 

Thou hast wisdom in thy bosom greater than the lore of 

earth. 
Gathered by its gray-haired sages from the dim creation's 

birth; 

Thou hast infants in thy bosom, learned in secrets whis- 
pered low. 

Which our wise men seek forever, never find, and can not 
know. 

A VANISHED SUMMER. 

THE dull December days, with garlands sere. 
Bear slowly, sadly on the dying year; 
The somber hills, veiled in their mists of gray. 
Like mourners in some haunted land away, 
With haggard faces view the last sad hours 
Of him whose spring-time wreathed their brows with 

flowers ; 
The wild north winds wail out a funeral hymn 
Amid the bare boughs of the forest dim. 

Soon will the chill storms scatter clouds of snow, 

And stinging sleet and beating hailstones blow, 

Like savage Cossack horsemen dashing by, 

And fiercely clashing through the earth and sky; 

While I, amid the desolation, yearn 

For summer days that never can return, 

Whose mellow skies and birds and blooms have perished, 

And now alone within my heart are cherished. 
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A Vanished Summer 

gentle love, those happy hours are dead, 
Our blissful summer has forever fled! 

Yet often does my soul amid this rime 
Crave and regret that long-lost happy time; 
The frosty earth seems budding forth in flowers, 
And liquid bird-songs fill the blighted bowers, 
The cold gray sky iseems smiling down on me 
When thinking of our summer by the sea. 

How I remember now those golden days. 
Robed in their dreamy, gleaming tropic haze, 
The proud palmettos and the plumy pines, 
The crimson roses and the trailing vines! 

1 see the green savannah's leafy glooms. 
Adorned by splendor of magnolia blooms. 
The blushing oleanders, jasmines rare. 
And mock-birds warbling in the eager air. 

How I remember now the sparkling sea, 
Broad as the sky, grand as eternity, 
And how we sported with its playful spray, 
Or watched the ships that glimmered far away. 
We saw the mornings rise from garden bowers, 
With pearly grottoes and with jeweled towers. 
The evenings, with their ruby-clustered vines, 
Exhaling clouds of misty, mellow wines. 

We saw the white moon from the darkness bloom, 

A water-lily in a lake of gloom. 

Then through the twilight watched the timid stars. 

Led by the crimson-crested hero Mars. 

And then we told our old, old tale of love, 

Until our spirits soared to skies above. 

And guided by the splendor of thine eyes. 

We trod with angels through that paradise. 
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He Who Hath Loved 

All, summer garden, with the 'golden gate. 
Thy blissful glories all are desolate; 
Thy mellow sunshine now is lost in gloom. 
Thy wondrous blossoms now are in their tomb; 
Ah, summer ocean, with the playful waves. 
Thy tropic splendors slumber in their graves; 
Thy sweetest face is now forever banished. 
Thy sweetest hope hath now forever vanished! 

THE ONE LOVE. 

THERE is a flower I long to call mine own. 
Most modest, frailest of the garden's blooms. 
Within that bower the star-like lily looms. 
The queenly rose reigns on her emerald throne. 
The sweet carnation's breath is softly blown. 
The gorgeous tulip flames through leafy glooms. 
But love for that one flower my heart consumes; 
My soul doth crave for her and her alone. 

The world hath other flowers of richer hue. 
And other buds will bloom when these have fled; 
But with that flower doth pine my bosom true, 
And not another love my soul shall wed; 
My faded blossom cannot youth renew, 
Nor life revive my one love that is dead. 

HE WHO HATH LOVED. 

HE who hath loved hath borne a vassal's chain. 
And worn the royal purple of a king; 
Hath shrunk beneath the icy Winter's sting. 
Then reveled in the golden Summer's reign; 
He hath within the dust and ashes lain. 
Then soared o'er mountains on an eagle's wing; 
A hut hath slept in, worn with wandering, 
And hath been lord of castle-towers in Spain. 
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''Thou Little Dreamest" 

He who hath loved hath starved in beggar's cell. 

Then in Aladdin's jeweled chariot driven; 

He hath with passion roamed a demon fell, 

And had an angel's raiment to him given; 

His restless soul hath burned with flames of hell. 

And winged through ever-blooming fields of heaven. 

UNSPOKEN LOVE. 

1DARE not in thine ears my secret tell. 
And long in vain to say, "I love thee," sweet. 
False love is like a swallow, shrill and fleet. 
True love a mock-bird, under some strange spell, 
Who sings alone where midnight shadows dwell; 
One like a poppy, every face doth greet. 
While one^ which never mortal eye shall meet. 
Blooms hidden like the fadeless asphodel. 

False love speaks loudly, like a fickle wave, 
While, like the deep beneath the billow's roar. 
True love conceals its wondrous treasure-cave; 
One, like this life, is changeful, soon is o'er; 
While one, like death, clasps in his silent grave. 
And keeps his secret, true forevermore. 

"THOU LITTLE DREAME8T." 

THOU little dreamest, as I gaze at thee. 
What visions gather in mine eager eyes; 
Tet all the glory of the summer skies 
Would vanish if thy face I could not see; 
A dreary desert, where thou wert, to me 
A wondrous golden city would arise; 
But all the earthy with myriad human ties, 
A wilderness, without thee, sweet, would be. 
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For thee my heart shall, never ceasing, yearn 
Until my locks with winter snows are gray; 
For thee its flame shall ever constant burn 
Until it flickers on my dying day; 
To thee, my darling, it shall fondly turn 
Until it crumbles in the dust away. 

THE BYRON CENTENARY. 
1788—1888. 

A HUNDRED summers since his first birthday 
Have shone in splendor, th^n have drooped and died; 
Earth's fond old heart has throbbed with joyous pride 
To greet them with their garlands green and gay, 
And ached with anguish as they passed away. 
But brightest summer decked her kingdoms wide 
When unto Byron's lyre her mounts replied — 
He perished, and her fields were sere and gray. 

Her sweetest buds were blooming when he came^ 

But fading as his footsteps turned to leave. 

Among her sons is many a mighty name. 

But none like him, the reckless, bright and brave. 

He died, like music in a glorious dream. 

And Love's own heart was laid in Byron's grave. 

THE FIRST TRANSGRESSION. 

EVE, sweet tempter, lovely sinner, God hath cursed the 
deed which thou hast done. 

Paradise is lost forever, and the stricken world's woes 
have begun. 

Over Eden's eastern mountains flame the purple glories 

of the morn. 
Welcomed by the waking warblers and the dewy blossoms 

newly bom. 
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The First Transgression 

But I see the leaflets trembling, and I hear the quivering 

breezes sigh. 
Feeling that for thy transgression thou and I and i^ll the 

world must die. 

Yet a spirit whispers to me that to save the world 'tis not 

too late. 
If I turn my heart against thee, sin not, and desert thee 

to thy fate. 

Then the fleeting years would scatter pallid autumn lilies 
on thy tomb, 

I, thy consort, live fbrever, radiant with immortal youth- 
ful bloom. 

Then mayhap the great Creator would another woman 

mould for me; 
I might twine her locks with rosed, give her kisses that I 

once gave thee. 

But I could not, wondrous being! for thy smiles and wist- 
ful, pleading tears 

Still would follow, hunt and haimt me through the maze 
of never-dying years. 

Twilight shades would flnd me ever lying by the bride I 
could not save. 

And the piping birds at morning still would flnd me weep- 
ing dt thy grave. 

Barth would be a barren kingdom when, without my queen, 

to rest I stole. 
Life eternal, bitter anguish, if I lost the idol of my soul. 
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Dynamite 

Thou hast conquered, sweet enchantress! I forsake the 

fields of Paradise 
For thy bosom's realm of rapture and the blissful glory of 

thine eyes. 

It Is done! I see the tiger, maddened, eyes ablaze, come 
creeping hither! 

It Is done! The birds cease singing, and our glorious gar- 
den bowers wither! 

80 my sons shall ruin empires, cast away their honor, 

treasures, fame. 
Sink to hell and turn from heaven, when a woman bids 

them share her shame. 



DYNAMITE. 

WBIX may you shudder at my name and curse my 
hour of birth« 

You tyrants, hoarding misers, lords, and rulers of the 
earth! 

For my hoarse voice will never soothe your ears with flat- 
tery. 

But always bears unwelcome news unto the powers that 
be. 

We cannot love each other's ways, bom under difTering 

stars. 
You under regal Hesper's beams, I under smouldering 

Mars; 
You came into the world bedecked in silk and gems and 

gold. 
I came In rags and tatters, wild with hunger and with 

cold. 
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Dynamite 

I woke in stony dungeon cell, barred from the cheerful 

light, 
Was fostered in the solemn shades of misery's ten-fold 

night. 
For golden chains were links of steel, for diamonds, tears 

of woe. 
For rubies I had drops of blood brought by the tyrant's 

blow. 

But I will heed no master's call^ I never bend a knee. 
Though despots seek to chain me down, I go forever free; 
For in my sinews dwells the might of earthquake and of 

storm. 
And jagged lightnings burst their bonds, hurled by my 

giant arm. 

The massive feudal castles, knit with blocks of granite 

stone, 
I heave on Titan shoulders till their turrets rock and 

groan; 
The walls built in a hundred years fall as I lift my hand. 
And palace towers by my breath are scattered like the 

sand. 

And yet I bring with me a boon to weary humankind, 
And welcome is' my awful arm to free heroic mind ; 
I tear the bolts from cells of woe and want and slavery. 
In freezing mines, to lone exiles, I whisper "Thou art 
free!" 

Te princes of the earth, your dungeons shall restore their 

prey. 
And bleak Siberia's dens shall feel the golden light of day. 
Tour gold can bribe me not, I fling your chains away to 

rust; 
I sweep the earth with giant gales — remember ye are dust! 

303 



SHELLEY. 



HE came amongst tm, wandering from on hlgli. 
Like golden-haired Apollo, long ago. 
To share with xm onr lives and labors low. 
And gaze with longing on his native sky; 
To sing sweet songs whose strains shall never die 
For weary mortals on their paths of woe; 
To cause a golden city's walls to grow 
By magic of his heavenly harmony. 

But now the singer hath forever flown. 
And left us beatini^ atill our prison bars; 
His spirit over midnight's Jeweled zone 
Returned to reign with Mercury and Mars, 
With Cassiopeia on her dazzling throne. 
And dusk Orion crowned with flaming stars. 

WILL HUBBARD KERNAN. 

THOU art the poet, of the realms of Night, 
Of anguish, desolation, and despair. 
Like stem-browed Orcus leaping from his lair. 
While Buna's blossoms withered in their fright. 
Thou treadest through the earth with blast and bliglit. 
The sweet muse from her gardens glad to tear. 
That she thy mournful kingdom's gloom may share, 
A bride enrobed in funeral garb of white. 

She roams our fields when Spring is rich and green. 
And when the golden Summer crowns the years; 
But when the Autumn's haggard face is seen. 
And icy Winter's stormy brow uprears. 
Returns to be Death's sad and solemn queen, 
With thee, weird king of terrors and of tears. 

804 



A MODERN JULIET. 



IF thou dost love me, and I love thee too, 
Wilt let them take thy sweetheart from thy side? 
If I am for thee, who can be thy foe? 
If I am willing, wilt thou be denied? 



Ah, laggard love, I pine in lonely halls, 
With spiteful traitors thee and me between; 

Wilt thou, my loyal subject, scale these walls, 
And liberate thy hapless captive queen? 

'Tis true no swords or spears surround my court. 

But worldly craft is now the sentinel; 
'Tis tiue I'm guarded not by fleet and fort, 

But Wealth and Avarice watch my prison cell. 

Tet in that fortress thou hast friendly hands, 

Two little rebels, who will steal its key. 
With potions lull to sleep the sentry bands, 

And then betray the castle unto thee. 

Oh, fear no foe; naught can withstand thy powers 
When thou do^t love, and I thy love return; 

To steal a kiss Lov^e breaks through stony towers. 
And Love to win Love laughs the world to scorn. 

He loves not who hath not the heart to dare 
The woman that he loves from foes to take; 

She loves not who will not hlB portion share, 
Thou^ forced to give the whole world for his sake. 
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The Prince's Wedding 

Wilt raise the siege, and bid thy hosts depart. 
When I'd surrender if thou shouldst command? 

When Gk>d hath given unto thee my heart, 
Wilt let a mortal rob thee of my hand? 

Then take the kiss I long to give to thee, 
And spite the scheming, envious world outside; 

I all in ail to thee, and thou to me. 
With Love our world, a kingdom rich and wide. 

THE PRINCE'S WEDDING. 

I AM standing here forsaken in my lonely attic room, 
Hair disheveled, lips contorted, fierce eyes glaring in 
the gloom. 

In the streets I hear the shouting of the gay and giddy 

throng, 
Mad with mirth and mad with music, sweeping like a flood 

along; 

Streaming under silken banners, under leafy arches green, 
Strewing roses in the pathway of the nation's future queen ; 

Here they come in festal raiment, eyes aglow and faces 

bright, 
Mounted guards with gilded trappings, beauteous maids 

bedecked in white! 

Here they come, the little children, in their holiday attire. 
Here they come, the bands of music, setting every heart 
afire! 

But my bosom aches with anguish, and I long in vain to 

<lie. 
As my startled babe awakens with a painful, piteous cry. 
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The Princess Wedding 

Ah, my babe, my helpless outcast! now my shame, though 

once my joy. 
Pierce me not with fiercer tortures; hush thee, hush thee, 

pretty boy! 

Thou shouldst be a prince, my darling, robed in silken 

garments soft. 
Not in lowly rags and tatters in this squalid attic loft; 

I should be a queen, my darling, wreathed with dazzling 

diadems. 
On a golden throne reclining, jeweled o'er with starry 

gems. 

For the prince, boy, is thy father. Thou and I should share 

his name. 
But the traitor now hath spurned us, hurling us to scorn 

and shame. 

Now the city shouts his praises. on his merry wedding- 
day. 

While the woman he hath ruined crouches trembling in 
his way! 

Man may dye his brow with crimson, yet may wear a lily 

wreath. 
And may hide his hateful treason like a dagger in its 

sheath; 

Woman, having once worn scarlet, nevermore shall wear 
the white 

Till the pallid shroud enfolds her in the charnel's cheer- 
less night. 
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8#« th« nnptlftl's Umg proe«OTloii, aiareliliig proudly in th« 

sun, 
HeedleM of thy walllnc mother with her shftind «nd tA^ 

undone! 

See the beauteous hride, my darUng, she who atole thy 
father's loye! 

See her, robed In spotleea garments, like a peerless, snow- 
white dove! 

See my lover there beside her, see his eyes with rapture 

fill! 
O my prince, my lord, my master, how I loye thee, love 

thee still! 

How I crave one look of pity, how I crave one farewell, 

sweet! 
How I long to clasp thee, darling, how I l<mg to ktes thy 

feet! 

O my prince, my God, remember, thou didst once my love 

return, — 
But thou wilt not hear or heed me as with maddened heart 

I yearn. 

Hark, the wedding bells are pealing! Soon another's he 

shall be! 
Curses on thee, happy maiden, how I envy, envy thee! 

Hark, the wedding bells ring faster! I am thrilled with 

madness dire! 
Hark, the throbbing peals grow louder! Heart and soul 

are all afire! 
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The Princes Wedding 

I am furious, frantic, frensi^d, tm I clutch my dagger's hilt; 
I am coming, coming, coming! Tremble, tremble in thy 
guilt! 

Now I hurl my walling Infant in thy rearing horse's path! 
New my dagger in thy bosom quenches swift its flaming 
wrath! 

It is done! My babe lies mangled underneath the horse's 

feet! 
It is done! Thou liest bleeding, dying in my arms, my 

sweet! 

Now I hear the hammers ringing as the gallows rises 

there; 
They have tied my hands behind me, they have shorn my 

raven hair. 

Now I see the noose adjusted, as they bring the sable hood ; 
Now I see the rabble gather, as they clamor for my blood. 

But, my princc», I still have conquered, thou art mine for- 

evermore! 
Thou canst not, my sweet, evade me; I shall leave thee 

nevermore! 

Though thy soul should soar to heaven, and should pass 

the pearly gate, 
And the angels should surround thee, in thy splendor and 

thy state, 

I would knock upon those portals, like a ghost from haunt- 
ed lands, 

And thy heart should quake^ with terror at those^ beating, 
bony hande. 
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Bridal Ballad 

I would come with funeral garments, as beneath the gal- 
lows drest« 

I would show my murdered infant, bleeding on my pulse- 
less breast. 

Glazy eyes from sockets starting, lips protruding, they 

should see^ 
And my neck with blue rings circled, where the hangman 

strangled me. 

From thy kindly Saviour's bosom I thy shuddering soul 

would tear. 
And mine arms would clasp around thee, dragging thee 

to hell's despair, 

Through the wilds below to wander, lost to light and lost 

to hope, 
Thou and I bound fast forever by the hangman's hempen 

rope. 

Though the fawning world hath crowned thee, thou at last 

Shalt share my shame; 
Though the worldly t>riests absolve thee, thou shalt share 

my couch of flame. 



BRIDAL BALLAD. 

TWO roses nestling in one blissful bower. 
Two dewdrops in the bosom of a flower. 
Two sweet birds singing songs of deep delight, 
Two stars that meet in glittering fields of night, 
Two roseate clouds that mingle far above, — 
Such is the union of the souls that love! 
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Elisabeth and Essex 

With pearly treasures gathered from the sea. 
Or starry gems from desert Araby, — 
With golden heaps from India's wondrous caves. 
Brought to their master by a thousand slaves. 
The owner turns from that for which he strove. 
And feels but poor without some one to love. 

May all your sorrows be but April showers 
To deck your pathway in a wealth of flowers; 
And never may your cheeks with pining pale; 
May noons and nights flit like a fairy tale; 
May youth, all glorious with his old-time fire, 
Lead ever through your land of Heart's Desire! 

ELIZABETH AND ESSEX. 

FORGIVE thee, writhing, gasping viper, doomed, de- 
spairing soul? 
Forgive thee, heartless traitor, who my love, my 
Essex stole? 
. I tell thee, dying woman, as the death-dews gather chill, 
I loathe thy face — God may forgive thee, but I never will. 

The weary, weary years that part me from my Essex' 

side 
Have vanished, and I live again the hapless day he died; 
The dead Past rises with its ghastly visage from the 

tomb. 
As on that awful morning when my Essex met his doom. 

I see the scaffold looming dimly on that dreadful day. 
To which my darling Essex soon must wend his woeful 

way; 
I see the headsman standing masked In black and draped 

in red. 
His cruel steel axe gleaming, hungry for my Essex' head. 
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Elizabeth and Essex 

The locks I often fondled, soon must roll amid th€ dust, 
His cheeks must whiten underneath the axe's lightning 

thrust. 
The lips I kissed so often, soon be bleeding, chiH and 

stark, 
His bright eyes, that I worshipped, soon be closed and dim 

and dark. 

O Bssex, Bssex! I am waiting, longing to forgive! 
O Bssex, Bssex! stifle struggling pride, consent to live! 
O Bssex, Bssex! hearken, let not Death come in between! 
O Bssex, Bssex! hear, oh, hear thy true love and thy queen! 

Alas! he hears not, and he will not send me back the ring, 
Whose golden circlet would have made the fettered cap- 
tive king. 
And now my heart is withered, life is choked with agony. 
For Bssex treads the scafCold, there to bow his head 
and die. 

Since then, the birds of Spring-time sing in vain to soothe 

my woe, 
Since then, the Summer blossoms lighten not my footsteps 

slow, 
Since then, the winds of Autumn taunt me with his dying 

wail. 
Since then, the snows of Winter haunt me with his visage 

pale. 

A thousand blushing maidens in my realms stroll forth 

to-day 
To meet fond lovers who will woo them on their, happy 

way, 
While I, their queen, becrowned, bejeweied, wildly wring 

my hands, 
For my true lover, wandering in the cheerless spirit lands! 
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My Queen 

Can I forgive thee, who didst hold from me the fatal ring? 
Can I forgive thee, traitor to my love, my lord, my king? 
No, I will curse thee as thou diest, like a demon fell, 
And when I follow I will hound thee through the fields 
of hell. 

Forgive thee, writhing, gasping viper, doomed, despairing 

soul? 
Forgive thee, heartless traitor, who my love, my Essex 

stole? 
I tell thee, dying woman, as the death-dews gather chill, 
I loathe thy face — God may forgive thee, but I never will. 



MY QUEEN. 

THERE is but one maid who hath won my love, 
And she is sweeter than a budding flower. 
She standeth in a haughty castle tower. 
And' sees me, burdened vassal, from above; 
Through marble halls of wealth her footsteps move. 
While wants and cares around my rude hut lower; 
She reigneth in a wondrous royal bower. 
While I, an outcast, on the highway rove. 

But oft beneath the mellow, mazy moon 
I sing her love-songs till the morning light; 
Oft steal wh through the blooming fields of June, 
And there, in secret, lovers' pledges plight; 
Sweet Poesie! the splendor of my noon. 
My rose of morning, and my star of night. 
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ROMANCE AND REALITY. 

"T 1 jT HEN hope shall blossom and bear fruit," I whisper 
y y to my heart, 

"O'er scattered roses thou shalt on thy march of 
triumph start, 
Thy solden viisions evermore shall fold their fickle wings. 
And lead me, robed In purple, through the halls of queens 
and kings. 

''As some wan, wasted flower, beneath the parching des- 
ert skies. 

Hath fainted with the fervor till the rain-drops ope its 
eyes, 

And as in tearful dreams one sees a sweet face long 
denied. 

And starts, awakens, finds the loved one sitting by his 
side, 

''So thou, poor, weak, discouraged heart, with wistful 
waiting sore, 

Shalt waken, and thy yearning shall be soothed forever- 
more; 

For I shall conquer Fortune, heartless, ever-changeful 
witch, 

Thy hopes shall all be granted, and thy master shall be 
rich!" 

But this I whispered vainly to my heart a thousand 

times 
In youthful years long perished and through age's curfew 

chimes. 
As some fond mother, kissing back the sobs and childish 

tears. 
With wondrous fairy-stories lulls her little loved one's 

fears. 
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Romance and Reality 

"My castle turrets shall arise above a craggy height. 
Around them in the heavens kingly eagles wing their 

flight, 
With winding rivers, lakes, and fields, and forests far 

below. 
With ancient summits blooming in the morning's crimson 

glow." 

But now my castle crumbles, through its halls the ravens 

wing. 
Around its ruined columns ivy tendrils creep and cling; 
I see its haggard turrets gleam like spectres of the night, 
I see its ghastly windows blindly stare at morning's light. 

*'When I have treasures, I shall win for thee thy maiden 

sweet. 
And thou, poor heart, discouraged! shalt not wither at 

her feet; 
With wreaths of starry diamonds I shall deck her golden 

hair. 
Her beauty shall surrender, she shall save thee from 

despair!" 

Ah me; my poor heart waited vainly for that happy day, 
A richer lover won her, bore the maiden far away; 
Another's are the kisses that I loved to think were mine, 
Another's fingers fondly in her locks those circlets twine. 

"My sword shall conquer empires, and my sceptre awe 

the earth. 
My kingdom grandest, broadest, since the gray creation's 

birth. 
My wisdom rise triumphant o'er the secret of the tomb, 
My fame still thunder onward till the judgment dawn of 

doom." 
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Alas; mine eyes were lustrous, but their morning splendor 

dies, 
Youth's feet are winged like swallows, and his May-day 

fleetly flies; 
So now I falter feebly with the bleeding, dying day. 
My promise still is broken, and my locks are growing 

gray. 

"When hope shall blossom and bear fruit!" Poor heart, 

believe it not! 
Life keeps one promise only: thou shalt share the common 

lot; 
Beside thy dead dreams lying, in some chamel dark and 

mute^ 
Thy slumber shall be softer tiian the sweetest lay of 

lute. 
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BYRON. 

IS heart was moulded in the weakness of the crumb- 
ling dust and clay, 

Tet mighty as the summit of some granite mountain, 
old and gray. 



His fancy twined the blushing roses round the crystal cup 
of mirth. 

Then like a fleeting phantom wandered through the des- 
ert's parching dearth; 

Within his portals Love was throned in richest Oriental 
state. 

While at his doorway flourished thistles, thorns, and loath- 
some weeds of hate; 
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His spirit knew not Spring-time's songsters, nor her dewy 

waking flowers, 
But loved the sad magnificence of Autumn's gorgeous 

dying bowers; 

His feet were strangers to the purple morning's palaces of 

light. 
But haunted vistas where the twilight's tearful eyes grew 

dim with night. 

The world hath grander, purer bards, like Alps enthroned 

on spotless snow. 
While he, like raging Aetna, flames forever with a fevered 

glow; 

But round their chilly crowns of ice the timid blossoms 
fear to twine. 

Whilst through his lavas spring the olive and the purple- 
clustered vine. 

The world hath poets who from tears and thraldom rose 

to royal fame, 
While he from state descended to assume the bard's and 

patriot's name; 

They with the spell of old Timotheus raised their muses 

to the sky. 
While he, like Saint Cecelia, drew his seraph earthward 

from on high. 

His name, though mark for fling of despot, and the blinded 

bigot's thrust. 
Shall live when Europe's tongues are silenced and the lips 

that spake them dust. 
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TO DR. J. J. WHEAT. 

HBRB is a wondrous power in earthly song. 

Whose eagle spirit soars to Paradise, 
Too free and happy for this world of wrong. 

Too glorious for our cloud-encircled skies. 
The liquid bird-notes at the dawn of day. 

The wanton winds that kiss the budding flowers. 
Breathe echoes of an Eden far away. 

And sing the beauties of its fadeless bowers. 
Our yearning hearts leap forth with them to soar. 

And by their airy wings are borne on high; 
We break the chains of clay which once we wore. 

And feel too happy for a tear or sigh. 

But eloquence like thine can sway the mind 

More strongly than the trumpet's loftiest peal. 
More deeply than the moaning midnight wind. 

More sweetly than the witching wavelet's spell. 
The organ's grand triumphant harmony 

Moves not the soul more than thy swelling voice; 
The master-singer's notes that mount on high 

Have not more power to make man's heart re- 
joice. 
And like Arion singing to the sea. 

Till gathering dolphins shone like rainbow clouds, 
I marvel as thou bringest forth for me 

Sweet dreams and visions out of tombs and shrouds. 

When listening to thee, Fancy breaks her bars. 
And follows in thy free, unbounded flight; 

She wends her way beyond the farthest stars. 
And bathes her pinions in eternal light. 

We wander with thee by blue Galilee, 
Where every wavelet sings a sacred song; 
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A Vision in Ashes 

The vine-clad rocks of Nazareth we see. 
Where Jesus, weak and foot-sore, passed along. 

We see poor Mary shedding bitter tears. 
Which wash forever all her sins away. 

And then the woman at the well, who hears 
Of that unfailing fount which springs in endless day. 

A VISION IN ASHES. 

HE flames flicker low on the shadowed hearth, 

The cricket's quaint carol is faintly ringing; 
My heart, like the flames as they leap from earth, 

Through vistas in dream-land is swiftly winging. 
I think of the hours in my spectral past. 

Whose echoes are softly and sadly sighing; 
Once more through the vales of that elf-land vast 

I wander through bowers now dead or dying. 

I think of my youth, with its eager eyes. 

Its royal romances forevermore vanished; 
I think of my hopes, with their morning skies. 

Whose gardens have withered, whose blossoms are 
banished. 
I think of my castles, now sunk in decay, 

TJprearing gaunt ruins through years grown dreary; 
Of golden-haired joys now grizzled and gray; 

Of visions departed and dreams that are weary. 

I think of the friends who are friends no more, 

Now turning their fancies to newer faces. 
While I, left alone with a heart so sore. 

Must wander dejected through stranger places. 
I sigh as I think of the true ones dead, 

I fancy their pinions still flit around me; 
Of dead golden days, — they are now like lead, — 

Ah, meshes enchanted, ye still surround me! 
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A Fireside Phantom 

I sigh for ihm sprloc that eumot ratara, 

WbOM roMs an widiarod, wkoaa aongrtara ara 

scattered; 
In Tain for the soaimer now lost I yean. 

Whose sunshine has teded, whose green leares are 
shattered; 
I look oyer earth that Is gaunt and gray. 

Where antonin's chill showers and Masts are flying. 
And then through the skies of the fading day, — 

All nature doth hearken and answer sighing! 

And such is oar life, with its spaxUing morn. 

With visions that perish, with idle ^keaming. 
With hopes that desert as when weary and worn. 

And sanset is fidntly and coldly gleaming. 
The embers grow pale, lose their yovthfal Are, 

And ashes all sombre fall orer their gkMT* 
So thos all my dreams snd my hopes expire. 

And no one will heed them or hear their story. 
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A FIRESIDE PHANTOM. 
H, have pity, silent spectre, witii thy sad, reproachfal 



Haunting still my lonely hearthstone when the twiUght 

shades appear; 
For, my darling, we can never call to life our perished 

days, 
And forever separated are the souls once near and 

dear. 

Once we roved the fields together, hand in hand, with 
thoughtless joy. 
When thy lips were sweet with laughter and thine 
eyes unstained with tears, 
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A Fireside Phantom 

Thovk a little faiF«haired maiden, I a fond and dreaming 
boy, 
Bre we tasted worldly sorrow In these hapless later 
years. 

Oh, how green those leafy woodlands. Oh, how blue those 
summer skies! 
Oh, how wild the thrush's warblings. Oh, how clear 
the bubbling springs! 
Oh, how sweet the vineyard's clusters. Oh, how rich the 
roses' dyes! 
Barth was strewn with budding garlands, heaven was 
white with cherub wings! 

Then thine azure eyes would charm me with a blithesome, 
blissful spell, 
And thy soft cheeks' darling dimples bound me like a 
chain of flowers; 
Then thy ringing laugh would thrill me, — ah, I hear its 
echo still! 
And thy silver songs were sweeter than the birds' in 
woodland bowers. 

Haftd in hand we wandered ever, viewing many a won- 
drous land. 
Eastern reidms whose saikds were golden, diamond val- 
leys, pearly caves. 
Fairy isles and haunted motn^tains, dream-land's wierd 
enchanted strand. 
Knights and maids in grim Old castles, treasures sunk 
beneath the waves. 

But, alas! those dreams hare vanished, all those days 
forever fled« 
I^ife is but a fuseral journey through a desert, parched 
and dry; 
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A Fireside Phantom 

Touth, with golden locks all grizzled in the lap of age 
lies dead. 
Summer's honey-hearted blossoms sleep where winter's 
chill winds sigh. 

Cruel want hath spurred me onward, toiling for a loaf of 
bread; 
Hateful avarice chilled my bosom, struggling for the 
gleam of gold. 
So, sweet Poesie, I left thee, though my soul to thee was 
wed. 
Though I loved thee, precious maiden, more than mortal 
tongue hath told. 

Like the foolish shepherd Paris, I was doomed to make a 

choice. 
Whether I should take thy rival or around thy neck should 

cling. 
"Oh, choose me, who love so fondly!" came the pleading 

of thy voice. 
*'I will make of thee a poet who is greater than a king! 

"I shall cling to thee forever, thou shalt be my prince, 
my pride. 
Green and never-fading laurels round thy brow my hand 
shall twine; 
Though thy path be dark and dismal, I shall not desert thy 
side. 
Thine shall be my bliss and beauty, and thy sorrows 
shall be mine." 

"But," thy rival quickly answered, "she will make thee 
poor and low. 
Press thee down to scofts and sorrows, doom thy life to 
shame and scorn; 
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A Fweside Phantom. 

Yet, if thou wilt but desert her, fame and fortune Til 
bestow. 
And for earth's enchanting splendors thou ahalt never 
vainly yearn. 

"All her gifts are false and empty, all her promises are 
vain. 
And her laurel wreaths are only strewn upon her victim's 
tomb; 
Then, desert her! I will give thee pleasures unalloyed 
with pain. 
In the present^ not. the future^, after life hath met its 
doom." 

Then my treacherous heart disowned thee, and I grasped 
thy rival's prize, 
Left thee weeping, left thee lonely, like a fond forsaken 
child. 
Ah! again I see thee, darling, with thy melancholy eyes, 
With thy golden locks dishevelled and thy sweet face 
wan and wild. 

Then too late I called upon thee to return unto mine 
arms. 
For thy happy heart was broken and thine olden glad- 
ness fled. 
Nevermore upon my bosom I should press thy sweet young 
charms, — 
All in vain I Idsned thy dimples; thou wert cold and still 
and dead! 

Still thy gentle spirit haunta me, as the pensive twilight 
falls. 
And thy dear blue eyea gasoe on me by my shadowed, 
lonely hearth; 
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The Mocking'Bird. 

Round my neck thine arms come stealing, and my name 
thy sweet voice calla. 
So I dread thy shade no longer, stealing back to share 
my dearth. 

THE MOCKINQ-BIRD. 

(From an Indian Legend.) 

I. 

1GAZBD at a mocking-bird high in a tree, 
And this was the song he warbled to me: 



II. 



Thou wonderest why, as aloft I soar, 
I sing to thee not the same strains o'er. 
And marvel much that the notes I pour 
By other blithe birds were trilled before, 
And every sound on the sea or shore 
I mimic and mock for evermore. 



III. 



Far beyond the mystic mountains, 
Far beyond the sunset's throne. 

Where the crystal western fountains 
Bubble through the forests lone. 

Lived an Indian tribe now perished, 
I their prince in days of old; 

Tet a maiden sweet I cherished 
In a neighboring nation's fold. 
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The Mocking'Bird. 

But our tribes were foemen ever, 
So our love we dared not tell. 

And I saw her sweet face never 
Till the twilight shadows fell. 

Then with stealthy steps I sought her 
With a signal sharp and shrill, 

Till the foeman chieftain's daughter 
Joined me by the woodland rill. 

I would mock the thrush In flying, 

Or the katydid at night, 
Hooting owl or panther crying. 

So her steps were guided right. 

Then we two would roam together, 
Kissing in the friendly gloom. 

Till the blooming stars would wither 
And the night sink in her tomb. 

But together once they found us. 
And they doomed us both to die; 

To the stake they dragged and bound us, 
Where the cruel flames streamed high. 

But the great God heard our sighing: 
In the sky a storm upreared; 

From the smoke two birds came flying, 
And the lovers disappeared. 






Yet we thoughtless twain had ever 
Gazed but in each other's eyes. 

Impious souls, had worshipped never 
Him who rules within the skies. 
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The Mocking-Bird. 

So he saved «• but to docAii m 
Through the iDDoiis to foftm Wiirt, 

While despair seeks to oonsuine im. 
Reigning la each brealcinjg; heart. 

I, a mock«blrd, fondly singiiiip, 
Robed in sombre ashen gray; 

She, with gorgeous pliuaage, wlaglag 
In some forest far away. 



IV. 



My tongue must twitter through all the hours. 
Still mocking each sound In woodland bowers, 
The wail of winds and the sobs of showers, 
The cricket's shrill chirp in fading flowers. 
The night-hawk's cry in her pine-tree towers. 
The bark of the wolf When midnight lowers. 

But then at last, in a dim, sweet year, 
When gray with despair and gray with fear. 
And mocking still at the sounds I heat, 
I shall trill the trtie note that strikes mine ear, 
The song that is sutig by my long-lost deair. 
And then her sweet face shall reappear. 

Till then tiiis song over foreiBts wide 
I sing as I seek my banished bride: 



V. 



I am seeking for thee ever through the emerald woods of 

May, 
I am seeking for thee ever through October's fields of 

gray; 
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The Mocking'Bird. 

am seeking for thee ever through the June-time's golden 

glory, 
am seeking for thee ever through December's twilight 

hoary; 

am seeking for thee ever where the morning buds are 

blooming, 
am seeking for thee ever where the vesper shades are 

looming; 

am seeking for thee ever through the dazzling tropic 

noons, 
am seeking for thee ever under wan and wasted moons; 

am striving still to find thee through the green magnolia- 
trees, 
am striving still to find thee by the misty northern seas; 

am striving still to find thee in the palmy Indian Islands, 
am striving still to find thee in the chill and trackless 
highlands; 

am striving still to find thee on the crimson cactus-blos- 
soms, 

am striving still to find thee in the white lake-lilies' 
bosoms ; 

am striving still to find thee with the Aztec meek and 

mild, 
am striving still to find thee with the Huron's savage 

child. 



So I seek thee, always faithful, seek thee, sweetest, thus 

forever. 
But I find thee in my roamings, banished, vanished darling, 

never. 
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The Mocking'Bird. 

VL 

Hear the blackbird, silyer-throated, calling me to meet him 

in the breezy bongha. 
Hear the bluejay, blithe and buoyant, bidding me to Join 

him in his mad carooae; 

Hear the redbird, wild and wilful, teasing me to aid him 

in some curious quest. 
Hear the bluebird, sweet and soothing, bidding me to come 

and see his happy nest; 

Hear, amid pink-blossomed orchards, wooing, cooing of the 

fond enamoured dove. 
And the oriole, her riyal, begging me to bless her with my 

loye. 

But my heart is ever faithful; never shall another loye be 

known to me; 
Though the myriad ages wither, in my yisions only one 

sweet face I see. 

VII. 

I bum, 
I long, I yearn. 
Through autumns chill and red. 
Where blasted, burning deserts spread. 
To see once more thy precious, loving face. 
And hear once more thy wild, sweet, fawn-like tread of 
grace. 

I've not 

Thy loye forgot; 

Then wilt thou let me pine 

Far from thy starry eyes divine? 

Return, return! then like a blithesome boy 

I'll sing forever for thee thrilling tunes of joy! 
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VIII. 

Indian wigwams, Indian camp-fires from their ruthless 

pale-faced foes have vanished, 
And the red-men, like the red leaves, on a hoary winter 

blast are banished. 

All our sacred groves have f&llen, all the trophies of our 

tribe have perished. 
All our legends long forgotten, and our mother-tongue no 

longer cherished. 

But amid the desolation, ever vainly for thy presence 
pining. 

Never in my tearful visions have I seen thy glorious plum- 
age shining. 

Yet another love can never make me drink from out his 

bubbling chalice, 
And no other maiden woo me to abide within her bl(ssful 

palace. 

I shall love thee till the spring-time thrilleth not the earth's 

breast with emotion, 
I shall love thee till the dew-drops all have vanished from 

the desert ocean. 

Though I find thee, beauteous being, not till all the mount- 
ains burst asunder. 

And the Judgment trumpet rouses all the earth's dead like 
a peal of thunder. 
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THE BACHELOR. 

OLD friend, you ask me why, on this Noyember 
night. 
When every home is filled with life and love and 
light, 
I sit here lonely in this desolated room, 
Beside this dying fire, and in this gathering gloom? 

Yes, it is glorious on this gay Thanksgiving Night, 
To look into those homes, so happy and so bright, 
And sweet to see the loving eyes, the faces fair. 
To hear the pattering feet of little children there. 

Yes, it is true, I often long to steal away 
From out the shadows of these dismal walls of gray; 
But as I light my pipe, its smoke-wreaths pinions take, 
And gazing In that smoke, a thousand dreams awake. 

So I am not alone, although you smile at me. 

And in this dingy place no friendly face you see; 

For in the darkness beckon airy spirit hands, 

And wandering with them I am borne to wondrous lands. 

And now I see a nook with overhanging bowers. 
Bedecked in sunshine and a wealth of summer flowers: 
I hear the bubbling brook, I hear the lowing herds, 
I hear the singing of a thousand blissful birds. 

And in the leafy lanes I see a little face, 
Upon whose cheek no sin or sorrow shows a trace; 
Fresh as a blossom jeweled with the dews of mom, 
Pure as a young dove in the leafy branches bom. 
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The Bachelor. 

Her eyes are darker than the purple pansies there, 
Her laughter lighter than the bird-songs in the air; 
Her cheeks are softer than the peach-tree's clustering 

bloom, 
Her lips are sweeter than the lilac's frail perfume. 

And there we tread in joy, with violet skies above. 
With humming bees, and birds that carol lays of love. 
Her golden hair has snared me in a maze of bliss; 
Earth fades and heaven descends around us as we kiss. 

Another vision comes: I see her lying still, 
With snowy blossoms in her waxen fingers chill. 
Her sweet pale little face, that never knew a cloud, 
Is mantled round with silken foldings of the shroud. 

Another vision still: I see a new-made grave. 
Above whose clods November's wild winds madly rave. 
With snow-flakes falling at the wave of wizard wands, 
While leafless branches moan and wring their withered 
hands. 

But all those phantoms vanish now, and so I'm here, — 
A dull old bachelor, all grizzled, gray and sere; 
And that is why I sit and smoke my pipe alone. 
Or watch the dying embers on my dim hearth-stone. 

For when the curling whiffs of feathery smoke arise. 
From out their shadowy depths, I see her love-lit eyes; 
And when I watch the embers in the ashes there, 
I see the gleaming of her wondrous golden hair. 

And though for home and wife and children s' laugh I 

yearn. 
With her my heart was buried, never to return; 
And though on earth I still see many a lovely face. 
No angel from the skies could take i\x^* lost one's placA 
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A FLOWER FROM THE GRAVE OF 
SHELLEY. 

ONESOMB little foded bloesom. 

Nestling In a stranger's hand, 
Tom from Shelley's gentle bosom, 

Banished now to this far land! 

Bom of Shelley's holy ashes. 
Nourished by the heart of Keats, 

Where the ancient Tiber plashes 
Crumbling chamels' dim retreats; 

Springing under arches olden« 
By the dust of queens and kings, 

In the scenes of legends golden, 
And the haunts of spirit-wings! 

All my heart is filled with pity 

As I gaze into thy face, — 
From the old eternal city. 

Wandering to this far-off place! 

But while kings and queens may perish, 
Other kings and queens are born, 

And each fading flower we cherish 
Blooms again some April mom. 

Tell me, then, how buds still blossom, 
And new monarchs come to reign. 

While the songs from Shelley's bosom 
Never thrill the world again? 
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"SCORN NOT THE HEART." 

SCORN not the heart which may be proffered thee. 
For burning love may change to burning hate. 
When Summer pineth in her queenly state, 
The wan« wild Autumn in her path shall be. 
Blighting her blossoms as her footsteps flee; 
When Day's white wings fade through her golden 

gate. 
The shadows gather in the gloaming late. 
And shroud her splendors in the solemn sea; 

When through the tropic forest's noonday warm 
The waking blasts invade the gorgeous bowers. 
Their glories perish in the furious storm; 
While selfish Life holds revel through the hours, 
He starts at last to see Death's awful form . 
Creep, cold and cruel, through the fading flowers. 
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CONFIRMATION. 

HE children, robed in spotless white, I see 
Kneel for a blessing at the bishop's feet. 
And, as I gaze upon their faces sweet, 
As pure as doves, from stain of sin so free. 
Before the priest whose sins unnumbered be. 
Whose heart for selflsh, sordid aims must beat, 
I marvel why his blessing they entreat. 
When he to them should rather bend the knee. 

Dear little hearts, my soul adopts your creed; 
Dear little feet, your pathway I shall share; 
Dear little hands, my wanderings ye shall lead! 
Dear little brows, guide with your golden hair; 
Dear little lips, my God's forgiveness plead; 
Dear little eyes, shine on my soul's despair! 
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MARY. 

OF ali th» sweet names tliat ever were given 
To mortals on earth or seraphs in lieayen. 
No matter if borne by milkmaid or lairy» 
The sweetest ot all most ever be Mary. 

There's Helen, the star of song and of story. 

Men perished to wreathe her ringlets with glory; 

There also is Ruth, the true and the tender. 

Whose meekness and faith make strong men surrender. 

And Mabel's a name that ever sounds sweetly, 
And charms and enchants a mortal completely. 
While Katie suggests brown eyes and brown tresses. 
Created for lore and lover's caresses. 

There's Maud, with a mouth as red as a cherry, 
With kisses so sweet, with laughter so merry; 
There's Edith, whose eyes are blue as the fountains. 
With ringlets of gold like morn on the mountains. 

There's Blanche and Adele, that sound autocratic. 
Poor Sarah and Jane that dwell in an attic. 
While Bmma is dear, all dote upon Jenny, 
And Annie is loved not least among many. 

But never a name like Mary is spoken; 
The dearest of dreams revive at that token; 
Each other brings Joy or brightness or sweetness, 
But Mary alone has perfect completeness. 

The lady high-born who reigns in a castle. 
The widow forlorn, the spouse of the vassal. 
The captive chaiAed down in dungeon ceill dreary. 
The diademed queen, may bear the name Mary. 
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Mary. 

And Mary's the soul who opes the heart's portals, 
A sweetheart, perchance, the dearest of mortals; 
A sister, whose soul is dowered with beauty. 
Or mother, who lives for love and for duty. 

It was Mary who first shed tears of contrition. 
It was she who was blest with God's greatest mission; 
She stood by His cross, she saw His tomb riven. 
Her name shall be first on earth and in heaven. 



Ub 



FRAGMENTS FROM 
JUVENILE WORKS. 



MORNING. 

ISBB the Morning in the ebon east, 
And catch the glitter of her silver spears; 
And now she rises in her royal robes 
Of purple and of scarlet flecked with gold. 
Like an enchantress on her bridal day. 
Who waits to welcome some enamored king. 
Or as an Arab princess decked with gems. 
And all the fabled splendors of Arabian tales. 

EVENING. 

THE creamy cloudlets, like a flock of swans. 
Are floating on their flaky wings of white. 
See monstrous mists arising in the north 
Like snowy mountains in the Arctic seas, 
Until the splendor of the dying day 
Has glorifled them like the heights of heaven 
With walls of Jasper and with domes of gold . 
At last the stately Sun falls in his grave. 
And then like dusky Titans thunderstruck, 
The giant phantoms sink behind the hills. 

AUTUMN. 

DEPARTING Summer lingers sadly still 
Around the faded field and misty hill; 
The quaking branches of the bare trees sigh 
And chilly rains fall where the dead leaves lie; 
The brambles grow where blushing roses bloomed 
And nightshade spreads where lilies lie entombed: 
The mournful spirit of the Autumn treads 
Where yellow asters hang their withered heads. 
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Autumn. 



The birds of passage, fklntly calling, fly 

To seek a home beneath a southern sky; 

Amid the rustling woods at pensive eve 

The waving mists their sombre fabrics weave; 

The sinking sun amid the mottled skies 

Spreads through the cold gray clouds his burning dyes, 

And scarlet streamers flame around his bier 

With awful glories of the waning year. 

And now I tread the lonesome garden walks 
Beside the black, decaying lily stalks, 
Amid deserted, drooping yellow bowers, 
Bent their blighted buds and faded flowers. 
And see amid the chill autumnal gloom 
The radiance of a lone Magnolia bloom, 
In spotless splendor, soon to pass away 
Amid this desolation and decay; 

Like one who met me under skies of May, 

And still is mine, while others pass away. 

When spring and summer long have left my heart, 

And false friends, like my false hopes, all depart,— 

To linger with me through the blast and blight 

And through the shadows of the coming night. 

Yet falters at the setting of my sun, 

And then forsakes me as the rest have done. 
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THREE SOUTHERN SCENES. 

I. 
The Savannah. 

WE ride through forests ever cool and green. 
Where giant live-oaks join their boughs aboye. 
All knit together by a thousand vines, 
The trumpet flower, with its blazing blooms, 
Whose martial music flashes into flame, 
The brier, bramble, and the poison oak. 
Like scaly serpents thrusting forth their fangs. 
While spiders, like the Sirens long ago. 
Spread silken snares bedecked with dazzling dew 
To tangle in the feet of foolish flies; — 
Through treacherous fens, by knotted cypress knees, 
Above the black mould, ever dank and cold. 
Burst through by lushy clumps of whitened sprouts. 
Where lies concealed the deadly rattlesnake: — 
By greenly-mantled ponds, made beautiful 
With multitudes of water lilies white. 



And then a blue lake shimmers in the sun 
Or quivers in the gloomy cypress shades; 
A gorgeous wild duck floats upon the waves 
With plumage polished like a coat of mall; 
The snakes are twisted on the rotten limbs 
Of dead trees that have fallen in the lake. 
On yonder logs, the turtles in a line 



841 



Three Southern Scenes, 

Are drying broad backs in the burning sun; 

The blue jay, like a noisy trooper, calls, 

The red-bird flutters like a flower of flame; 

The gaunt gar, like a Turkish scimitar. 

Leaps from the lake, and circling, sinks from sight. 



II. 
An Autumn Morning. 



A RICH October morning, calm and still, 
When saddened skies hang in a dreamy haze. 
The red and yellow leaves dance in the light. 
Arraying every hill in regal robes. 
The flocks of squirrels gather ripening nuts. 
The luscious wild grapes in blue clusters cHng, 
And bright woodpeckers whisk amid the leaves. 
The dry broom-sedge grows over wasted fields. 
Fringing red gullies and rough banks of clay; 
Along the highway and the meadows brown 
The golden-rods and asters are ablaze. 



Here stands a planter's house amid his farms 

Of snowy cotton and of golden com. 

Specked here and there by low-roofed negro huts. 

Whose dusky denizens in fleecy fields 

Sing with a sweet mysterious melody 

The songs of Salem in this western world 

With all the fervor of its ancient bards. 

Far, far above, amid the dreamy skies 

The buzzard glides on still and stately wings. 

While birds of passage, in a bending line 

Fly from the far north to the southern seas. 
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Three Southern Scenes. 
III. 

The Old Mansion. 

I SEE a ghostly ruin of the past. 
And tread its cedar-bordered avenues. 
Around its porticoes the pillars tall 
Stand like a row of trusty sentinels 
Guarding the glories of a perished race 
Amid its desolation and decay; 
A few tall roses and magnolias stand 
Around a fountain choked with water-weeds. 

See the great rooms, whose mirrored walls are crushed 

And marble mantels now are overthrown. 

My footstep falling in the haunted halls, 

Seems waking from the dead and dusty year^ 

The far-oft echoes of a hunter's horn 

Blown by the master of a thousand slaves. 

Amid the shadows of this archway old 

I see a beauteous, high-bom lady stand. 

And hear the rustle of her silken gown; 

Amid the broken mirrors on the walls 

The softest brown eyes ever seen on earth 

Shine on me from their dewy, dusky depths 

With starry splendors of a tropic night. 

My whisper, stealing through the ruined rooms, 

Brings back the laughter of the yester-yeiars, 

And all the revels of a nuptial night. 

Until the dead bride from her mossy tomb 

Comes treading by me in her robes of white; 

Amid the cobwebs on the ancient stair 

I see the shimmer of her snowy veil. 

The withered orange blossoms on her brow, 

And then, her sweet face swiftly van^ahin^ 

Amid the glimmer of her golden hair. 
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TO ONE DEPARTED. 

THY loTing work Is done forevermore. 
Thy tender heart is free from all its cares, 
For at the coming of the still, sad night, 
Thy folded hands have won their final rest. 
So thou art drawing near thy happy home, 
With gladsome singing and with golden sheaves, 
Fearing no foe amid the gloom of death. 
Seeing beyond the radiant wings of dawn 
The tufted palm trees of a paradise 
With walls of Jasper and with gates of gold. 

Thy happy days, my dearest, have begun. 
While we on earth are still amid our woes; 
We can not dream of half thy boundless bliss, — 
Our deepest Joy would be a pain tp thine. 
Thou wert the fairest flower of the earth. 
And now heaven claims thee as its loveliest star. 

THE CYNIC. 

IN festal halls the flaring lights hang round. 
And artiflcial beauty flaunts beneath; 
The flaming wine leaps wildly in the blood, 
And artiflcial mirth writhes on the lips; 
The noisy music thrills with painful joy. 
And smiles of love have bale as well as bliss. 
Outside, the city — huddled den of sin, — 
Boils like a witch's caldron in the night. 
And here the cynic treads to scoff and Jeer 
At beauty, sweetness and at innocence; 
The love-light glowing in their eager eyes 
Is darkened as he rudely passes by. 
His laughter is an agonizing spasm, 

344 



A Storm in Summer. 

And bears a likeness unto wholesome mirth 

As yellow autumn leaflets, sick and sere, 

Are like the tender foliage of the spring. 

Then, should he tread where fragrant garden flowers 

Breathe out their odors like a song from heaven, ^ 

He carries with him artiflcial blight 

And drouth and dearth, to kill them like a curse. 

So, like the ancient monarch, he shall bear 

A poisoned dagger that shall slay himself, 

Or like the proud Egyptian queen of old. 

He hugs a serpent that shall sting his soul. 

A STORM IN SUMMER. 

THE August sun blazed with a blasting heat 
And down on yellowing com-flelds fiercely beat; 
The sky was burning with an ashen blue* 
And glaring with the hot beams darting through; 
The hazy dust was rising everywhere 
And floating slowly on the stifling air. 
All day the katydid chirped sharp and shrill 
And green grasshoppers answered from the hill; 
Deep in the lushy grass the cricket purred. 
While in the trees all day the locust whirred; 
All day the dry-flies from the leafy limbs 
Ground forth their sawing, nasal-twanging hymns. 

Sometimes we watched the reapers in the fleld 
In a long line their flashing sickles wield. 
We hunted for the quail's nest through the wheat 
And found it hidden, quiet, snug and neat; — 
A nest of grass, fllled full of snowy spheres. 
Strewn like the grains upon the ripened ears. 
Pure as the pearls that gleam in Indian seas, 
Or milk-white buds upon the locust trees. 
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A Storm in Summer. 

But when noon came, the breeze began to blow 

Delicious coolness throusrh the feverish glow; 

And then from out the west dull clouds arose 

And skimmed along, too restless for repose. 

More clouds began to follow, till they grew 

Darker and broader, while the strong winds blew. 

Soon deep-toned thunder echoed from the clouds, 

And sword-like flashes drove the mists in crowds. 

Ah, how delicious to the eager eye 

Where those cool shadows, swiftly drawing nigti! 

It seemed unto the anxious farmer's mind. 

That loftiest music rode upon the wind. 

It seemed as if the God of manly sport 

With horns and hounds had come to hold his court, 

Returned through faded earth to rove at will 

And caper gladly o'er the yellowing hill; 

To shout and laugh amid reviving flowers, 

And drive his baying bounds through forest bowers. 

The clouds grew blacker, till they loomed like night, 
And then the blasts came roaring In their might; 
The ancient elms were swayed from side to side. 
For like a demon did the tempest ride. 
The oaks groaned and their giant limbs were crushed; 
The rafters creaked as by the roofs he rushed. 

And now, upon the mountain's distant side, 
A shroud-like sheet of rain was seen to glide; 
Then soon the valleys at its feet were crossed, 
And nearer, nearer by, the fields were lost: 
Next, the hard gust came with a mighty stride, — 
The driving rain was scattered far and wide! 
Yes, here it was at last in all its strength. 
And fast was filling all the country's length; 
It came as in an overwhelming flood. 
And drenched the meadow and the field and wood. 
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''The Beginning of the End/' 

All through the storm we nestled on the hay 

That, piled in huge heaps, through the barn-rooms lay; 

The tempest flooded all the roof without, 

And great gusts shook the rafters with a shout. 

Far up above, the mud-flies worked away. 

Building their cells of well-cemented clay; 

The little wren within her nook peered out. 

And squeaking mice would slyly skip about; 

The lithe, alim swallow fluttered on her nest, 

Her chattering fledgelings robbing her of rest. 

At last the rain ceased, and the clouds flew by. 
Showing the dark blue of the dewy sky; 
Upon the outskirts of the dying storm 
The glorious rainbow reared his regal form; 
But soon the winds tore down the fragile arch, 
As frosty footsteps through the roses march. 

"THE BEGINNING OF THE END." 

POOR helpless child, sleep softly through the night. 
For on thy heart to-morrow falls the blight; 
Sleep on in all thy peaceful thoughtlessness, 
And dream the last time of thy youthful bliss; 
For with the coming of the hapless day 
A shadow falls, to never pass away. 

Would thou couldst shun the path thou soon must wend, 
Would that thy sleep could never have an end. 
boon comes the glitter of the morning light. 
But morning brings thee everlasting night. 
Joy seems amid thy cherub cheeks to smile, 
And in thy dimples basks a little while; 
But soon thy timid face will hotly flame 
With branded hues of deep and lasting shame; 
Within thy heart a guilty secret lies, 
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Martyrdom. 

The serpent of a sin that never dies; 

For thou hast loved too much and loved too well« 

And f&llen helpless in a fearful spell; 

Thy lover now hath left thee all alone, 

And soon thy deadly secret shall be known. 

He leaves thee, with an aching heart of lead. 

To wander when thy happy hopes are dead. 

To nurse a being not from wedlock sprung 

Which heedless passion from thy bosom wrung, 

A helpless soul to bear an outcast's name, 

Proof of thy guilt and witness of thy shame. 

Thee, crouching from the cruel lash I see 
Upon the plowshares where thy path shall be, 
Thy soft feet bleeding on the pointed flint. 
And eyes more cruel fiercely on thee bent — 
Those childish feot, too fair for violet beds. 
White as the leaves the dying lily sheds! 
Then, dai^llng, in the dust I see thee hurled. 
Amid the curses of a cruel world. 
And as thou crouchest, hiding from its wrath, 
I see thy spoiler tread his primrose path. 
And, spitting on his victim fallen down, 
The world rewards the traitor with a crown. 

MARTYRDOM. 

THE martyr need not perish by the gallows, at the 
stake, or cross-tree high; 

For often it Is nobler and is braver for his creed to live 
than die. 
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THE POET. 

AMID the blossoms, under skies of blue, 
The brown bee seeks and gathers honey-dew; 
The poet seeks through glory and through gloom 
And gathers beauty both in blight and bloom. 

BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

AROUND me spread ten thousand camps of whit©. 
So wide they cover all the distant hills, 
Like the vast flocks of some barbaric tale 
The giant Cyclops folded round their caves. 



THE BATTLE. 

AT first a few blasts shake the startled air, 
And then a hundred burst in serried flame, 
While all the Earth is quaking in its fear 
And all the hills are rocking to their base. 
The iron balls are rushing, crushing by, 
And all is ruin where they quiver past; 
They scatter leaves like fierce December winds. 
And giant trees come crashing to the ground; 
The stones are splintered high upon the hills, 
The sod is ploughed, the sky is dim with dust; 
The baleful bombs are bursting far and near. 
And frightened echoes answer back the sounds. 
It seems as if the ancient days of Earth 
Have now returned with all their giant brood, 
And all the Titans, hurled from lofty heaven, 
Are struggling with the Thunderer on his throne. 
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PATRIOTISM. 

IF your yictorious sword In foeman's heart finds sheath, 
The world comes forth to crown you with a lanrel 
wreath; 
But if you fall, no matter how you fight and bleed, 
It spits upon your corpse and crowns you with a weed. 

MARCH. 

THE wild March wind above the hilltop swells, 
And fills with withered leaves the hollow dells; 
The hooded buds upon the haggtird trees, 
Lilke little babes wrapped from the biting breeze. 
Hang tiny heads of brown, while bleak winds beat 
And bind them with a crystal crust of sleet. 

Clothed in a forest of ancestral elms 
With curving limbs and lithe and lissome stems, 
The hills seem shuddering in their loneliness. 
Stripped of their emerald-tufted summer dr^ss. 
And from their windy tops look sadly down 
Upon the meadows, bare and smooth and brown. 

"THE ONE THING NEEDFUL." 

THERE is but one bliss left of paradise, — 
That is to know our love has been returned; 
When weary cafes will vanish In a kids, 
And gentle hands will heal where hate hath burned. 
Mere friendship by Itself is but a name. 
Fulfilled ambition but an empty show. 
The heart a dead rose, faded from its flame, 
A nest deserted, filled with winter snoW. 
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CA1.LI8TA. 

AGAINST the fLinty rocks the "Wild waves clasfti, 
From sable clouds the fitful lightniligB Aadh, 
And in the rocking tempest, far on hig^h 
The scattered flocks of sea-birds homeward fly, — 
But I heed not the storm-clouds as they roll. 
For deeper darkness covers all my soul. 

Why can not I protect thee from the storm? 
Curst be the blast that beats thy tender form! 
Before thou lov'dst me, happiness was thine, 
Thy life not snared within the woes of mine; 
Thou wert a bud bom on a summer day 
Where winter winds Were never known to stray. 

But now from out thy garden cast, to die, 

I see thee with thy bleeding bosom lie. 

Thy shining locks bedabbled with the rain. 

Thy sweet lips sprinkled with a crimson stain, 

A white-robed flgure with a face of woe, 

Gleaming through night like crimson-sprinkled snow. 

In vain I clasp thee to my bosom warm. 

In vain I press thy pallid, pulseless form; 

The lightnings flash so I can see thy face, 

And awful anguish there hath left its trace; 

I see amid the glitter of their light 

The red wound dripping from thy breasts of white. 

Callista, darling, I have murdered thee 
Beside the wild waves of the sobbing sea — 
And hast thou left me, sweet, forevermore? — 
'Twas for the best that cruel wound I tore, — 
Yes, for the best, but I am wild with pain, — 
Callista, wilt thou not return again? 
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CaUista. 

Thoo kBOWMt all die maddening lore I fort. 
Wblch mrnda dm In ihj botom drfre the stoeL 
The hated bridagroom came aeroM the tea 
To take the lore that waa akme for me; 
The teaat waa set, the mnaic pealed thr doom. 
Hit saila were §et to bear thee to hit home. 

We fled, and on our flight his minions hnng. 

But bx mr side mj darling closely clung. 

For like blood-hounds they yelled in sight behind 

And sought to seize thee in mine arms entwined. 

How I remember now thy piteous cries, 

While dinging to my neck with streaming eyes! 

I did not wait, my dagger flashed like fire, — 

I saw its wrath within thy heart expire! 

Thy lips half opened in a piteous cry. 

And then I saw thee on my bosom die; 

Then, when they saw thee perish from my wrath. 

They dared not follow on my fearful path. 

The foreign hawk must seize some other bride, 
He can not, shall not, tear thee from my side! 
I slew thee and I slew my soul with thee. 
But still thou art no slave, thy heart is free! 
Nor will I have to curse the despot's band 
That might have bound thee in his hapless land. 

Calllsta, thou art now an angel blest, 
While I must wander without hope or rest; 
Beautiful heaven is thy happy home, 
While I, an exile, still on earth must roam; 
O. seraph maiden, on thy starry throne, 
Behold me, I am friendless and alone! 
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A Lock of Marie Antoinette's Hair. 

To-morrow will the sun rise fair again, 

But for thy lover it will rise in vain. 

The songs of spring shall never soothe my grief. 

My heart shall wither like an autumi^ leaf; 

My pathway, once bestrewn with summer blooms, 

Shall lead forever through a waste of tombs. 

A LOCK OF MARIE ANTOINETTE'S HAIR. 

HERE in this bustling western world of ours 
Thou liest lonely as the throngs pass by, 
Like some bright bloom torn from its native bowers, 
Or hapless peri banished from on high. 
Shorn from the regal head long years ago, 

Thy golden playmates to the grave all given — 
A plume dropped from an angel's wing below. 
When turning in an upward flight to heaven. 

I ponder long upon the fearful tale 

Of her, the fairest flower of her day — 
A song of triumph ending in a wail, 

A throb of gladness lost in deep dismay. 
Wherever I may tread it haunts me still 

When snowflakes fall or vernal blossoms blow, — 
A tale which long has taught, and always will. 

That beauty like hers ever leads to woe. 

I see the splendors of the Austrian court, 

And she its moonrise and its morning star. 
To shield her, frown a hundred fleets and forts 

In all the splendor and the state of war. 
I see her now decked as a monarch's bride« 

A queenly rose in all her radiant charms; 
Two august empires turn to her in pride 

Beneath their banners and emblazoned arms. 
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A Lock of Marie Antoinette's Hair. 

Again I see her when the furious mob 

Whofe myriad grizzled faces writhe and glow, 
Haa blanched her cheek and wrung forth aob on sob 

Till all her golden locka are white as anow. 
And then the last scene comes before mine eyes 

When Death has draped her in his gloomy veil; 
I see the scaffold in the darkness rise 

Where stands the headsman with his glittering ^teel. 

And here beside the mother's strands of gold 

I see the little Dauphin's silken hair. 
As close as when she would her boy enfold 

Before the coming of her last despair. 
I see the frantic flashing of her eyes 

When he is torn from out her eager arins; 
I hear her prayers and her piercing cries 

While clinging to him in her fierce alarms; 

Then, like a tigress brought at last to bay, 

Her furious anguish drives her on her foes; 
But Boon they snatch her beauteous boy away 

And leave her sinking in despairing throes. 
Thou couldst not then one manly champion fij^<!L 

Since every fate had plotted to destroy; 
Blse thousands would have died, and called to mind 

Another Helen and another Troy. 

I see thee in the dwellings of the dead 

By Cleopatra, thrilled with piercing pangs, 
Whose beauteous breast an asp has made his bed, 

Sucking her bosom with his fiery fbngs. 
And there beside thee is the lovely maid 

Whose dagger slew the fierce, unnatural sire. 
And Mary Stuart, by the headsman's blade 

That quenched in night her heart's impassioned fire. 
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DELIA. 

HER sparkling eyes are like two drops of dew 
That twinkle under summer skies of blue. 
Her cheeks like lilies flushed by dawn of day, — 
Her sweet mouth sweeter than the month of May. 
Her little blue-veined feet, so soft, so swift, 
That from the earth her figure seem to lift. 
So white, so airy, free from spot and stain, 
Are like the doves that wafted Cupid's wain. 
Her bosom's like the cloud by morning spun. 
Decked in the roses of the rising sun. 
And on her swelling, gently-heaving breast 
White- winged Love hath built his happy nest. 

No other maiden lives in hut or hall 
Nor ever breathed since Eve's and Adam's fall. 
To vie with her in gentleness and grace; 
And she outshines them with her lovely face 
As gladsome Summer, warm with fragrant flowers, 
Outshines cold Autumn's gaudy, lifeless bowers. 
As radiant stars in jeweled skies outshine 
The stony gems set in a chilly mine. 



MORTALITY. 

MINE eyes behold an old man's callous corpse 
With grizzled hair and wrinkled cheeks and brows; 
I wonder if he lost or won the race of life. 
And if he earned its glory or disgrace; — 
No matter now, for it is all the same 
Were this dead man a pauper or a prince. 
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The Bard. 

I know not if in far, hot-blooded youth. 

He revelled in its sweet forbidden Joys, 

When woman and when wine were Sin's first snares. 

And Sin herself was beautiful and bright 

Before her form grew hideous in the end; — 

If so, he learned, as others, that those Joys 

When at their height are but akin to pain. 

I know not if he trod through Virtue's ways 
The dull, dry desert of our common life; — 
If so, no angel came to crown his brow. 
Nor cometh now to bear him to the skies. 



A WISH. 

I LONG to see thee, dearest, as of yore. 
And find thee happy as in perished years; 
To see the smile upon thy warm, sweet mouth 
Play like a sunbeam round a budding rose; 
To see the blushes blooming through the snows 
Amid the cherub dimples of thy cheek; 
To see thy soft eyes haunt my steps again 
Like glorious velvet-winged butterflies. 

But I have lost thee, and thy face, my love. 
Seems like an angel's at the gate of heaven. 
When, watching for a loved one left on earth. 
And after waiting weary, weary years. 
It sees its darling counted with the lost. 
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THE BARD. 

F on your brow should rest the poet's bays. 
Your feet must tread on thistles all your days; 
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Inez. 

If Poesie should bid you share her bliss. 
Her lips will sting you when they give a kiss; 

And though your heart and harp should ring in rhyme 
As the doe's heart beats with her mate's in time. 

At last, a deer that hears the bloodhound's bay. 
Your heart grows mad with passions fierce for prey. 

And then your harp-strings sigh for joys of yore 
As chill winds sigh when summer days are o'er; 

Too late, too late! If you the laurels wear. 
Think not to trip through fields and forests fair; 

For you must tread through famine, fire and flood. 
And write your poems from your own heart's blood. 
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I SEE her on a crimson velvet seat 
At midnight, in a hall encircled round 
With dazzling lights that glare with eyes or fire 
Upon her as she reigns above them all, 
A hundred lords and ladles of degree. 

Not like the haughty dame, whose queenly form 
Seems chiseled out of Arctic ice and snow; 
With golden tresses and with azure eyes 
Above a bosom white as water lilies, 
So that she seems the spirit of the spring, 
Returning through the winter's kingdom white, 
With sunshine and with velvet violets, — 
No, hers the beauty of the Persian maid 
Which Oriental lovers hold so dear. 
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Before Suicide. 

Her face is like a yellow crocus bloom. 

Or like the golden orange of the South, 

And when the red blush mantles to her cheekf, 

She seems the setting of a summer sun 

In the soft bosom of a rosy cloud. 

A cactus blossom in her sable hair 
Gives to the gloomy grandeur of its night 
The scarlet splendor of a setting star. 

Ah, sweet enchantress of the passionate South, 
You chain your victims with a chain of gold; 
But close to you I see a lover stand, 
His Jealous hand upon his dagger's hilt, 
His dark face scowling there beside your own, — 
A cobra and a gorgeous tropic flower. 

REALIZED HOPES. 

DESIRES dear to our souls, that come to pass 
Have more deceit than those which disappoint. 
And heartfelt hopes, when in the end fulfilled. 
Bring more heart-sickness than the hopes that fail. 

BEFORE SUICIDE. 

CAN a drop raise the ocean? A wren's feather 
Add weight unto the world? A moment's time 
Add to the length of God's eternity? 
Can death add one more pang to this numb heart 
Whose shadows are so deep their lightest hue 
Is darker than the plume the vulture wears 
Amid far-ofT enchanted spirit lands; 
Whose silence is terrific as the tomb 
That hides the wreck of undone Babylon; 
Whose pangs are like a scream in haunted halls 
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The Coming of April 

In some dire, rocking storm, at midnight-time; 
Whose sleep no drug can add nightmare unto; 
Whose whole self is a grave, like Egypt's realms 
Strewn with the ruins of a thousand years; 
Wliich never from the charnel shall arise, 
Or feel the morning star above the awful waste? 



THE COMING OF APRIL. 

IN gardens of green young April is Queen ; - 
She scatters the winter snows; 
Like a blithesome boy, with laughter and joy, 
Her trumpet the South- Wind blows. 
She treadeth the earth with music and mirth, 

Her lap overflowing with sweets, 
With dafCodillies and valley lilies 
And showers in silver sheets; 
With blushing roses, narcissus posies, 

The velvet greensward to illume. 
And the hyacinth from its curly plinth. 
The sweetest flower that ever breathed perfume. 

Like an ocean green are the leaflets seen, 

As they dance in the morning breeze. 
And they quiver and bound with a merry sound 

To the boom of the honeybees. 
Then the boimteous earth is giving birth 

To wonderful worlds of life; 
On each warm clod of the generous sod 

Begins an eager strife. 
For the bursting germs and the prisoned worms 

Feel their deliverance nigh, — 
To rise in bowers of purple flowers, 

And many a butterfly. 
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The Coming of April 

In the bomuUnc billows of the wsTlng wiUowt 

The quaint little fairies hide. 
And in garUmded glooms and in tradding blooms 

By the peeping birds are spied. 
On the fragrant lawn the satyr and faun 

Skip, langhing at themselTes; 
Then the tender sheaves of the opening leares 

And rosebuds cradle the baby elves. 
Through the morning hours, in the lilac flowers 

The Zephyr still flutters in flie:ht, i 

And down in the waves the water-nymph laves. 

Whirling her arms of white; 
And swirling and swinging and laughing and singing 

By the blossoming boughs of the tufted trees. 
The dryad reclines in the tangled vines. 

Her yellow hair a-wavlng in the breeze. 



And the birds themselves are but tiny elves 

Disguised with a beak and feather, 
To banish our sadness with songs of their gladness. 

Through smiling or scowling weather. 
Bee the quaint little queen with her eggs of green. 

Of ivory-white, or of blue and gold. 
In a nest of down or of leaflets brown, 

Where her pearls into life shall unfold! 



How changeful the ways of the April days! 

Sunshine and storm, storm and sunshine 
Fleetly descending, are sweetly blending 

From the violet vale to the mountain pine. 
Like a maiden in love, April blushes above 

Or smiles with a downcast glance, 
Then shows by a start the love of her heart, 

Yet fearing to advance; 
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The Coming of April 

Pretending to detest the one she loves beat. 

And pouting in his face, 
Now timid and coy, now bubbling with Joy, 

And leading her lover a chase. 

We never know why, but often we sigh 

In the April hours sweet; 
For beauty and gladness tread ever with sadness. 

And never apart those three we meet. 
So, with hand in hand, and from land to land, 

Through the morning light and the noon-day glow, 
Under footsteps fleet, bringing bitter and sweet. 

They scatter bliss and woe. 
When the blithe bird notes from the tiny thrilling throats 

Quiver or tremble or dance through the air, 
When the flowers consume their lives in perfume. 

They oppress our souls with care; — 
A lonesome unrest that steals through the breast. 

Cloying alike a voluptuous vision. 
Like the piercing bliss of love's first kiss. 

Too thrilling but for spirits elysian. 

Soon April has flown and left us alone 

In the fields of the fading year; 
The garlands she gathered are blighted and withered. 

And her bowers are silent and sere; 
Her bird-songs are banished, her flowers are vanished 

In the sultry summer heat; 
Then stem Winter blows his whirlwind of snows 

And fetters with frost and sleet 

So when love has departed, we roam broken-hearted. 

Through a passionate torrid zone. 
And dreams of the past, too lovely to last. 

Shall leave us in Winter alone. 
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THE HUMMING-BIRD. 

I FLIT through the bowers of April flowers 
And the mellow skies of June, 
O'er sparkling floods and bloomy woods, 
From orient mom to radiant noon. 
From the fairy cells of budding bells 

I suck the golden honey; 
They sway and they swing at the wave of my wing. 

And my flres make shadows sunny. 
Unknown to pain and to earthly stain, 

I glitter near and far; 
My courses I run, like a beam from the sun. 
Or a midnight shooting star. 

In the torrid zone my flres are sown. 

And in northern worlds of ice. 
Over wizard strands in the Arctic lands 

And the palmy isles of paradise. 
Where the awful night, in winter bedlght. 

Shrouds desolate, boundless seas, 
I glint through the glooms with butterfly plumes 

When the mariner despairing flees. 
The dark-eyed maiden of the southern Eden 

Far, far from the kingdom of snows. 
Will give me a smile as I bask awhile 

In the heart of a tropic rose. 

No mortal sorrow, no fear of the morrow 

Can darken my rainbow hours; 
Though the bale be thine, the bliss shall be mine; 

I live forever in budding flowers. 
When the buds I cherished have pined and have perished, 

I fly to the younger blooms. 
I know not the dearth of this lonely earth, 
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Nor the shades of its silent tombs. 
By the seraphs given, I flutter from heaven, 

I can not abide In a cage; 
I beat at my bars a-bleed from my scars, 

Till I die in restless rage. 



T 



A WINTER MIDNIGHT. 

HE huge snowflakes seem shaking phantom wings, 
And now the wind a song of madness sings; 
The haggard branches croon a runic verse 
And wave their wild wands in a wizard curse. 



o 



OPPORTUNITY. 

NE fateful hour may be life's diadem, 
Each of its moments be a precious gem; 
Then grasp the jewels ere the door be shut. 
Lest thou shouldst lose thy palace for a hut. 



T 



ONE SUMMER. 

HE thorns upon this world of ours 
Sometimes bud forth in gentle flowers; 
Where night has made our earth forlorn 
Will rise at last a radiant mom; 
On this short journey to the tomb 
Some thrilling voice will break the gloom; 
But Youth and Love, when once passed by, 
Leave all our dearest hopes to die; 
Their piercing joy and blissful pain 
Once felt, are never felt again. 
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A Bojoum at a farm in June, 

When fields were fresh and woods in tane» 

When bare existence was a Joy 

To me, a fond and foolish boy! 

Ah yes, my dearest dream was done. 

At setting of that summer sun. 

Ah, little modest country maid. 

Doomed with the summer day to fade. 

Too fragile and too fair to last, 

Lost flower of the happy past! 

I see you still beside me here. 

Just as you looked that bygone year. 

Your sweet face smiles within my reach 

Amid pink blossoms of the peach. 

Or wreathed with wild grapes from the wood. 

Tour cheeks stained with their purple blood. 

Or rising like a pure, pale flower 

Amid a scarlet poppy bower. 

1 see you still with eyes of blue. 
The darkest pansy's deepest hue; 
Your brown hair gently wavers down 
And glimmers like a copper crown. 
A basket on your arm you bear. 
An awkward little bonnet wear; 
Fresh as the dewy wildwoods green, 
My little sweetheart, and my queen! 

Her goodness warms misfortune's dearth 
And makes a heaven out of earth; 
Singing she cooks the scanty meal. 
Or chatting, turns the creaking wheel. 
With hoe and huge straw hat, she leads 
Destructive war against the weeds, 
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Till I, a ddpper city clerk. 
Begin to help her with her work, 
And sometimes try to milk her cows. 
Or with her drive them out to browse. 

She tells me names of birds and trees. 

And habits of the honeybees. 

She shows me where blackberries grow, 

And where the pink wild roses blow. 

She sits with me in mossy nooks 

Of sylvan shades and bubbling brooks. 

And then we see the red-bird shy, 

A blazing blossom, flutter by. 

And proudly shake his crimson plumes 

And chirp amid the verdant glooms; 

The brown thrush, of a humbler crest. 

With calm eyes watches from her nest. 

We roam beside the deep green pools 

In which the bullfrog blithely rules 

And leaps among the daffodillies, 

Blue flags and snowy water lilies. 

With her I watch the evening star 

Begin to tremble from afar. 

The moon arising in the night 

And robing all the world in white; 

Then, when the mock-bird, sweet and wild,- 

The forest's untamed poet-child, — 

Begins to twitter trills of bliss, 

I snare my sweetheart with a kiss! 

But Autumn comes with footsteps chilly. 
And slays the blue-bell and the lily; 
The purple and the golden asters wave 
Above the pansy's lonely grave. 
I leave her, and I turn once more, 
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To nee her waiting at her door. 
And then another look. — ^the laat, 
When dying day is nearly past; 
Her handa are curved above her eyes 
That watch me like two Jealous spies; 
The setting sunbeams light her hair. 
Then leave her standing lonely there; 
She lingers still, until the night 
Shuts her forever from my sight. 

Amid the dust and roar and heat 
That choke the city's crowded street, 
I see her looking to the town 
Across the autumn fields of brown, 
Towards a higher, happier life, 
Than waits the future farmer's wife« 
While heartless fortune holds her down, 
And mates her with a common clown. 

Ah, precious little country girl, 
Who beamed forlorn, an ocean pearl« 
A sweet, low-waving wildwood rose, 
Frail poem in a world of prose! 

Again I ponder all alone, 

While snowilakes fall and bleak winds moan. 

And hear the tread of restless feet 

Along the city's dingy street, 

And yearn to see her face again 

To ease my weary heart of pain, — 

Returning from the Long Ago 

Beyond her silent shroud of snow. 
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TRIBUTE TO SHELLEY. 

HE was the son of Beauty and of Love, 
Bom in the lilies of the land of dreams; 
A blithesome boy, who wandered from his home 
In all his sweetness and his innocence. 
And brought to earth mellifluous melodies, 
Sung by the song-birds in its wondrous woods. 
The gladsome singer of the summer hours, 
The fair-haired playmate of the budding blooms, 
Who flitted like a shadow from our sight 
Amid our Autumn's waste of withered leaves. 



O, wondrous child, thine innocence hath power 
To soar to heights where sages can not tread. 
Thy sweetness thrills the cheerless heart of earth, 
With strains triumphant of a starry lyre; 
Our poets bring us fading flowers of earth, 
Thou bearest blossoms from the fields of heaven. 



His heart was deathless, but his form was dust. 
His breath is still, and he will sing no more! 
It seemed the fire that smouldered in his heart 
Should warm his breast within the frozen ground, 
So that the Earth would throb within her womb 
And give new birth unto her fairest son, 
Just as the violets of the fragrant spring 
Are withered but to rise as fair again. 
But only humblest buds again can bloom; — 
When angels fall they fall to rise no more. 
And stars once darkened, never beam again. 
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But he shall dwell in lovelier lands than this. 
Low Barth he leaves to reign in Paradise, — 
A land of lilies and a land of love. 
Rich with the glories of eternal day, 
Beyond the woes of this poor world of ours. 
Beyond the splendors of the radiant morn, 
Where Love doth live unchanged, unharmed by time, 
And where the canker touches not the flower. 

I am left here in loneliness and pain. 

Condemned to sing such humble songs as this, 

To yearn for power that is all his own; 

Where all our best songs crave for nobler things, — 

Whose mortal rage, chained down, laments our fate, — 

The common wailings of all hearts together. 

But I am happy if my loving hands 

Add one poor leaflet to his laurel wreath. 
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